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1Dedication 
 
Any and every book that I ever write (even if it is just 
the one) will always be dedicated to my wonderfully 
supportive parents, who have not only made it 
possible for me to do every single thing I have ever 
done (ever), but who, even after all of that, would 
still stand right beside me if I said I wanted to pet 
dogs for a living.  Thank you both. 
 
And to the only person who has ever read this who 
isn’t me, Professor Susan Michalczyk.  Thank you 
for reading all 105 pages as many times as you did, 
and for still being my advisor even after I ignored 
huge chunks of your advice.  You’re awesome, and 
have had more of an impact on me during my time 
at BC than you’ll ever know. 
 
And lastly, to all of the people who contributed 
(indirectly and without their knowledge) to the 
creative process.  I would love to assign each of my 
friends (and sisters too, of course) a color, so I could 
go through and highlight their respective influences 
in the text.  The whole damn thing would be 
highlighted.  I owe you one :-) 
 
2Author’s Note 
True friends stab you in the front 
~Oscar Wilde 
 
I didn’t mean to write an autobiography.  When I first discussed my idea with my thesis 
advisor, she gave me advice on developing its autobiographical aspects, and I dismissed 
her ideas (secretly, of course) with the hopes that she would forget ever having 
mentioning it.  But, then I started writing… 
It’s not an autobiography—thank God—but as I later told my advisor, “everything comes 
from somewhere.”  I am not Anna.  Nobody I know is Anna.  But virtually everything 
that happens to her and around her is based off of actual events.  You may think that it is 
cynical for me to have compiled a character who represents my country—“what? This 
novel is about more than its basic plot line?!”—out of the worst and must hurtful behavior 
I have encountered.  But I don’t think it’s cynicism, I think it’s honesty. 
Nothing in this story happened exactly as it happened to Anna, but it all happened. 
Even if I were unaware of its happening, it happened. 
Everything comes from somewhere. 
3Prologue 
All changes, even the most longed for, have 
their melancholy; for what we leave behind 
us is a part of ourselves; we must die to one 
life before we can enter another. 
~Anatole France 
 
On the morning that Anna Bennett left for college, she sat at the kitchen table with 
a bowl of cornflakes and no appetite. 
 “It’s like the end of an era,” she said to no one in particular, heaving a sigh of self-
pity. 
 “I swear to God, if you quote that show one more time I’m going to call NBC and 
have them put it back on the air just so they can cancel it again.” 
 Anna gave a weak smile at her brother’s comment and tried to pretend she hadn’t 
thought she was alone just then. 
 “Morning, David. Are you enjoying being callous on this, the day my life changes 
forever?” 
 “Pretty much, yeah,” David responded with his typical, all-knowing grin. “It kinda 
reminds me of the time you were overreacting WAY TOO MUCH about going to 
college.”  Anna looked back at her cornflakes.  David waited to make sure she wasn’t 
angry, and then pulled up a chair to sit next to his little sister.  “Look, you really shouldn’t 
worry about it, Kiddo.  Once you get there everything will fall into place and it will be the 
beginning of a NEW era, uh...Phoebe.” 
 “Rachael.” 
4“Right, sorry.  I should watch more TV.  Anyway, my point is, it can’t be any 
worse than high school—I mean, you won’t have to deal with any of that petty teenage 
drama anymore.  No more arch-nemesis and her teeming army of bimbots.  Hey, where 
did Satan end up going anyway, culinary school?” 
 “No.  Texas.” 
 “Ah, of course.  Well now that she’s out of the picture, life can only get better 
from here, right?  Era or no era, you’re completely in charge of what you do, who you’re 
friends with, where you sit at lunch—“ 
 “Oh my God—I didn’t even think of that” Anna interrupted, panic lacing her 
voice. 
 “What, lunch?  Yeah, I mean, the food’s bound to be mediocre, but they’ll still 
serve it to you.” 
 “No, I mean, how am I going to eat lunch when I have no one to sit with?  I’ll 
starve to death!” 
 “All the more incentive to make friends,” David answered, a little more 
lightheartedly than he had intended.  “Okay, think of it this way: your life’s a movie, and 
you’re the A-list actor they had to rewrite the script to please.  Everything that’s 
happening is because of you, and everyone—everyone that you meet is just thrilled to be 
in the same scene as the star.  Even if all they say to you is ‘and you are...?’ or ‘excuse 
me, you’ve got a...a...thing’”—David gestured to the corner or his mouth—“they’re all 
ecstatic just to talk to you.  You’re the star of the whole show and just being around you 
is a privilege.” 
 “Wow...” 
 “Yeah.”  David was visibly pleased with his advice. 
 “...that was the vainest thing I’ve ever heard in my life.  Seriously—I’m the star of 
a movie?”  Anna was laughing now, “is that what got you through college, Vainy 
McVainass?” 
 “Hey, you know what?  I think you just ruined the moment.” 
 “What moment?” Anna choked through laughter. 
 “Yeah, we were about to have a really nice moment—a real bonding period 
between siblings, and uh, you killed it.  So thanks for that.  I don’t know why I even try 
5anymore.”  David yelled the last bit through fake tears and ran over-dramatically from the 
kitchen.  Anna was finally smiling and he took what he could get. 
 “Oh, and Anna—” He poked his head back through the door as Anna wiped the 
tears of laughter from her eyes.  “Take it from someone who’s been there—college will 
go by so quickly you’ll be back here mooching off of Mom and Dad again before you 
know it.” 
 Anna sighed and watched him walk away.  Alright, she though to herself, time to 
start acting like the mature adult that I am. She picked up her spoon and dug into the 
corn flakes.  The old era wasn’t a very good one anyway.
6Part One: Echoes of Unipolarity 
There is nothing on this earth more 
to be prized than true friendship. 
~Saint Thomas Aquinas 
 
The truth is that Anna had been looking forward to going to Warren College for 
about 44 of the 18 years she’d been alive, and underneath all of the anxiety she sensed 
that the change would be a good one.  She had grown up as a Warren-student-in-the-
making, and most of her uncertainty over the transition stemmed from a disbelief that the 
time had actually come.  Both of her parents and her brother were Warren alumni, and the 
phrase “when you’re at Warren” had been commonplace in her household for as long as 
she could remember.  By the time her father pulled the family minivan up to Fitzroy Hall 
that afternoon, Anna’s sense of excitement far outweighed her anxiety, and it was all she 
could do to keep herself from sprinting up to the check-in desk. 
 “Welcome to Warren,” a short, peppy-looking girl in a “staff” tee-shirt beamed at 
Anna.  Her nametag announced her as “Jenny, Student Host” and she gestured to it 
enthusiastically as she explained her role.  “Basically, I’m just here to make moving-in a 
little bit easier for you—you can come to me with any questions or problems and I’ll help 
you out the best I ca—oh, unless you have a problem with the other residents; you go to 
your RA for that.”  She paused, her wide grin having now become a permanent fixture on 
her face.  “Or if you’re homesick or something; you go to your RA for that, too.” 
 “What if I have a problem getting into my room?” 
 “Your RA can probably help you out there.” Grin. 
 “Right.”   
7Jenny flipped through an enormous box of envelopes, fished out the one she was 
looking for and handed it unceremoniously to Anna. 
 “You’re in room 319.  It looks like your roommate is already here.” 
Anna bit her lip nervously.  She wasn’t sure if arriving second was a good or bad 
thing. 
 “Thank you, Jenny,” she said, for lack of a better exit phrase, “it was nice to meet 
you.”  She stuck out her hand and Jenny took it, giving the sort of handshake that always 
made Anna wonder if the other person was conserving energy for an impending 
marathon. 
 “It was like shaking a giant noodle” she whispered to David as they walked 
towards the stairs. 
 “Be nice.” He chastised her sarcastically.  “That girl apparently holds the key to 
solving all of your problems here at DubC.” 
 “And that key would be...?” 
 “Well you know, you might want to go to your RA for the actual key, but in terms 
of talking about the key, or smiling about the key, or finding the key a boyfriend, Jenny’s 
clearly your man.” 
 “Clearly.”  They stopped in front of an ordinary-looking beige door bearing the 
number 319.  The front was decorated with two nametags hand-cut out of construction 
paper to look like opened textbooks.  One book displayed Anna’s name in a neat, boxy 
handprint, and the other, her roommate’s. 
 “Elizabeth Saunders, eh?”  David read off of the tag.  “Just think, with her first 
name, and your last name, the two of you are just a Jane Austin novel in the making.” 
 “A real match made in literary heaven,” Anna replied, only half listening to him as 
she punched in her key code and opened the door. 
KKKKKKK 
Elizabeth Saunders looked as though she felt intimidated by Anna from the first 
moment they met.  This surprised Anna, as she had always been the one in high school to 
be inexplicably timid around her peers.  When did I become the one on the other side of 
the equation? She barely had time to meditate on this transition, as Elizabeth began to 
launch into a breathless and apologetic explanation for her presence. 
8“I hope you don’t mind that I took the bed on the left.  I was going to wait until 
you got here before I chose, but I moved in yesterday and had to sleep somewhere.”  She 
laughed nervously at her own joke, and then continued her tirade in what seemed to be the 
same breath with which she had started it.  “Of course if you want the left side I can move 
my stuff, it’s just that I always slept on the left side at home and my mom said I should 
try to keep some things uniform so the transition goes easier since this is a big change in 
my life and I—“ 
 “Elizabeth?” Anna felt the need to stop her. 
 “Oh, call me Liz.” 
 “Liz, it’s fine.  I actually prefer the right.  And I’m Anna, by the way.”  Liz looked 
somewhat relieved that Anna wasn’t cross with her, and she visibly began to calm down. 
 “So what’s your major?”  Liz looked confident that the answer to this question 
would foreshadow their relationship for the year. 
 “Political science.  I think.”  Anna bit her lip and let her mind wander to her own 
future, before she realized that Liz was waiting for her to reciprocate the question.  “And 
you?”  Anna asked, doubting the answer could be anything other than “undecided.” 
 “History,” came her reply, and Anna immediately felt guilty for assuming she 
already had her roommate figured out.  A swift knock on the door pulled them both back 
to their surroundings, and Anna opened it to find her parents and her brother, who had 
returned to the car for more boxes while she “got acquainted” with her roommate.  Anna 
felt a wave of homesickness as they stepped into the room—this was her family, the 
people to whom she belonged.  The thought that they were going to return home and 
continue being a family without her made her sick to her stomach, and she again bit her 
lip nervously, for lack of any productive solution.  Meanwhile her parents wasted no time 
introducing themselves to Liz, being overly social in the embarrassing way that only 
parents can be.  Anna tuned them out in her well-practiced manner, and turned her 
attention to David, who had begun unpacking her boxes. 
 “Do you want me to help with any of my own unpacking, or...?” 
 “Yeah, hey that might be nice,” he replied sarcastically, replacing a picture frame 
in the box from which he had just removed it.  Anna took it out again and scanned her 
allotted area for a place to put it.  The entire room was perhaps a little bit bigger than her 
9room at home, but felt significantly smaller due to the extra furniture and five people 
crowded inside.  It had been set up in the interest of symmetry, with the beds, dressers, 
and desks pushed against each girl’s respective wall as though a mirror ran down the 
middle of the room.  Everything looked so sterile and unused, that Anna wondered if the 
furnishings were brand new.  A closer inspection of the desk, however, revealed a scratch 
across the first drawer, and sticker residue in the second.  Great, thought Anna, it’s both 
sterile and used. She couldn’t wait to make it feel more like home.  Hopefully, her 
posters would cover up most of the blanched cinderblock walls, or at least distract from 
them a little bit.  Finding a spot for the picture frame that was still in her hand, she placed 
it on her dresser, and tuned back into her parents’ conversation just in time to hear her dad 
giving Liz advice on opening a bank account.  She made a mental not to apologize to Liz 
later and was about to interrupt when there was another knock on the now half-opened 
door. 
 A friendly-looking brunette stepped inside without waiting for an invitation and 
introduced herself. 
 “Hi, you must be Anna—I thought I heard someone moving in over here.  I’m 
Jackie, your RA—I live right over there.”  She pointed to the door diagonally across from 
Anna’s and continued with her spiel.  “I’m the one you come to if you have any problems 
settling in—if you freak out about classes; fight with your roommate; find a chipmunk or 
other small rodent in your room—just come to me and I’ll take care of everything.  Uh, 
except the rodent thing...I’d have to call somebody for that.”  She smiled a genuine smile, 
and Anna immediately liked her for it.  Unlike the student host from earlier, Anna could 
tell Jackie was actually someone worth knowing. 
 “Do I buy my books before classes start, or wait until I get the syllabi?” Anna 
blurted out without even realizing she was speaking. 
 “That’s a great question,” Jackie answered, in a tone that made Anna believe it 
actually was.  “You should probably buy them beforehand just to get it over with, but 
make sure you keep your receipts in case you drop a course.” 
 “I see...thanks.” 
 “You’re welcome—is there anything else I can help you with?”  Anna assured her 
that there wasn’t, and was starting to say goodbye when Jackie squinted to the corner of 
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the room and exclaimed, “Liz! I didn’t even see you back there!  How’re you doing?” Liz 
beamed from this personal recognition, as if meeting the RA 24 hours before her 
roommate validated her in some way. 
 “I’m good.” 
 “Well since you’re both here, I can tell you about the Residence Hall President 
position that we just introduced this year—basically we’re looking for a student volunteer 
to act as a liaison between you guys and the housing committee.  It’s a great opportunity 
to get involved; you should both think about it—it’ll look awesome on your resume.”  
She smiled expectantly at both girls and then looked at her watch.  “Anyway, we’ll talk 
about it more at the hall meeting we’re having tomorrow night, but I just wanted to give 
you a heads up.”  She gave them all an exaggerated wave, wished them luck unpacking, 
and disappeared again through the still half-opened door. 
 “Residence Hall President, eh?” David smiled knowingly at Anna.  “That has you 
written all over it, Kiddo.”  Anna felt her face flush—that might be the last time she 
would hear him call her that for four months. 
 “Huh? What?  Uh, yeah, I’ll think about,” she replied dismissively, and quickly 
busied herself with arranging photographs on her desk. David accepted her answer 
without knowing what was wrong, and reoccupied himself attaching her speakers and 
printer to her newly-purchased laptop.   
KKKKKKK 
Anna’s family stayed until they were confident that she could handle the rest.  
Still, before she would have liked, they were hugging her goodbye, wishing her luck, and 
finding their own way back to the car.  As the door closed, Anna felt an overwhelming 
sense of power and control over her own life.  It was both intoxicating and petrifying.  
Her family gone, she turned her attention now to her roommate—peering at her secretly 
over the top of a pillow as she pretended to struggle with the case.  Elizabeth was 
ordinary-looking, but in a pretty way.  Her average height went well with her average 
weight and—if such a thing even exists—average hair color.  At the moment she had her 
long, mousy-brown hair tied up in a messy bun, and Anna couldn’t help but think that Liz 
would look so pretty if she just put some more effort into her appearance.  She noticed, 
with surprise, that her roommate already had the makings of wrinkles on her forehead—
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worry lines that had prematurely crossed the threshold into permanent creases.  They 
made her look older than she must actually be, but also experienced and somewhat wise, 
if that were possible for an 18 year old. Still, Anna wondered if she could suggest a 
makeover without sounding offensive. 
 “So are you going to really miss your brother?”  Liz’s personal question pierced 
Anna’s reverie, and she found herself stalling for an answer. 
 “Well, yeah, I mean, he’s my brother.”  Liz was still watching her expectantly, so 
Anna continued, somewhat embarrassed.  “It’s just the two of us, so we’ve always been 
really close.  It kind of feels wrong when we aren’t living together.” 
 “Awww, I’m sorry.”  Liz seemed satisfied with the answer, and quickly changed 
the subject to her own family—giving specific details about how she missed her cat Bad 
Larry—who wasn’t really bad, but had just had an unfortunate naming incident with her 
three year old sister, Helen.  Liz was the oldest of three, but the fifteen year age gap 
between her and her sisters made birth order somewhat irrelevant in her family.  She 
confessed to Anna that after spending most of her life as an only child she was now 
readjusting to her role in relation to the “second family” that her parents had recently 
started.  Her face flushed as she spoke those words, and she hastily apologized for being 
so forward with someone she’d only just met.  Anna was neither put-off nor prepared to 
share her own life story, so she settled for asking Liz if she knew anything about the other 
girls on their hall.  As she could have predicted, Liz’s face lit up at the opportunity to 
provide such valuable information, and didn’t notice the change of subject.  She began to 
rattle off names very animatedly:  there were Joanne and Caitlin on their left, who both 
arrived yesterday and seemed very sweet.  The girls on their right hadn’t moved in yet, 
but their door tags were already up so they were known to be Sarah and “J-Something.”  
Liz couldn’t remember her exact name, but they could check on the way to dinner.  Only 
one of the girls across the hall had moved in—her name was Hailey and she told anyone 
who would listen that she had requested a single.  There was already talk of her appealing 
to the housing committee. 
 “Wow,” said Anna.  “It’s day one and already the drama has begun.” 
 “Well technically it’s day two—move-in started yesterday,” Liz immediately 
turned red at the idea of having correcting Anna.  They were still in the uncertain stage of 
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getting to know one another, and for some reason she still seemed slightly timid around 
her.  Anna smiled to let her know it was okay. 
 “Right, day two.  I keep forgetting that I came in a little later.” 
 “Well check-in doesn’t end until tomorrow, so really you’re just in the middle—
not late,” Liz reassured her, in a tone that might have approached condescension in 
someone with more confidence. 
 “What about the girls at the far end of the hall?”  Anna steered the conversation 
back on track. 
 “Well I don’t know them very well yet,” Liz explained, as if she knew anyone 
well at all.  “I haven’t really been down there since I moved in.  There’s two doubles...I 
want to say one of them is Melinda.  There might also be a Rachael.  I’m not sure about 
that, though.  There’s a single down there too, but I can’t for the life of me remember her 
name.” 
 “Well I’m impressed that you remember as much as you do,” Anna commented 
honestly. 
 “Yeah, I feel like I’ve been here a really long time,” Liz responded, visibly 
pleased with herself. 
 Anna suggested that they stop by some rooms on their way back from dinner, so 
that they could better make the acquaintances of their hall-mates, and Liz readily agreed. 
The two girls actually got along surprisingly well, considering that Anna usually 
required several weeks to open up to new people.  She found that she was able to 
converse easily with her new roommate, and that the two had many common interests—
both of them were obsessed with Orlando Bloom and hoped to study abroad in London, if 
their majors allowed it.  Anna could see herself becoming very good friends with her 
roommate, although she couldn’t shake the feeling that Liz thought of her more as a big 
sister than a roommate.  She would later describe the relationship to her brother with 
heavy references to the Volkswagen commercial that differentiates “passengers” and 
“drivers,” but for the time being she relished in the subtle admiration.   
Anna and Liz ate dinner together in the predictably mediocre dining hall, and then 
returned to their hall to introduce themselves—or rather to have Liz introduce Anna—to 
the other girls on the floor.  They started out on the far end, where several of the girls Liz 
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didn’t know were crowded into a solitary room watching a movie.  They refused to put 
the film on pause when Liz and Anna first entered, and were visibly annoyed that the 
introductions was interrupting their plans. 
 “Ohhh...is that ‘Mean Girls’?” Anna asked in her friendliest voice, trying to ignore 
the awkward tension in the room.  The girl who had opened the door gave her a curt “uh-
huh,” and let her eyes drift back to the TV.  Anna couldn’t understand why anyone would 
not want to introduce themselves to their new hall-mates, so she stuck out her hand and 
said “hi, I’m Anna.” 
 There was a sigh from the girl whose room it was, as she paused the movie and, 
clearly irritated, stood up. 
 “Melinda,” she said, shaking Anna’s hand.  The other girls didn’t get up, but 
shared their names in quick succession as Anna turned to look at them. 
 “Rachael.” 
 “Molly.” 
 “Courtney.” 
 “Have you guys picked your majors yet?” Anna asked, in hopes of eliciting a 
response.  The two girls on the bed shook their heads, while Rachael offered a meek 
“nope.”  Melinda didn’t respond at all, so Anna looked directly at her, and questioned 
“how about you?” 
 “Poli Sci.” 
 “Really? Oh my God, me too!” Anna couldn’t hide her excitement.  “Maybe we’ll 
be in the same intro class together!” 
 “Maybe.”  Melinda agreed, still not enthusiastic.  Anna waited for them to perhaps 
ask her a question, but it didn’t come, so she looked at Liz and the two of them made their 
exit.  Three of the four girls didn’t even say goodbye as Melinda closed the door.  Anna 
was shocked. 
 “Apparently they went to high school together,” Liz offered, almost as an apology. 
 “What, all of them?” 
 “No, only the two whose room that was—they requested to be together.  I heard 
that the rest of them met at orientation this summer.” 
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“And, what, they’ve decided they don’t need anyone else in their group of 
friends?” 
 Liz laughed uncertainly. 
 “I don’t know...some people are just bitches for no reason.  They just decide early 
on whom they’re going to be friends with and everyone else is just superfluous.” 
 “That is so juvenile.” 
 “Tell me about it.”  The girls mourned briefly for the friendship that would never 
be, and moved on with their tour. 
 Luckily, the far end of the hallway proved to be much more than a physical 
division, as the other floor-mates that the girls met that night were very personable and 
friendly.  Many of them were from out of state, and seemed very excited to meet someone 
who had been involved in the Warren community for her entire life.  Socializing came 
easily to Anna, and she was pleased to notice that almost everyone laughed at her jokes 
and listened intently when she talked.  Better still, all of them were genuinely nice girls 
with whom Anna could easily see herself becoming good friends.  Any self-confidence 
issues she might have had that morning were thoroughly forgotten, once she began to 
realize that most people started off liking her.  As she lay in bed that night she played 
over the day’s events in her head, and was amazed when she realized that she had actually 
spent more time thinking about the girls she had just met than she did about her family 
back at home.  I guess that’s a good sign, she thought to herself.  But since when am I this 
well adjusted? 
KKKKKKK 
The next morning, Anna woke up in the state of total confusion that often 
accompanies such a drastic change of surroundings.  In the uncertain minutes before she 
opened her eyes and came to her senses, her new roommate turned over in her sleep.  
Anna sat bolt upright, her heart racing, and out of breath.  Someone was in her room, 
someone was in her room, someone was in her room.  She clasped her hand over her 
mouth and quickly realized her mistake.  Oh right...I live here now. She got dressed 
silently, so as not to wake Liz, and turned on her computer.  8:32. I’m the worst college 
student ever. As if on a cue, she immediately received an instant message from her 
brother: “College students don’t get up this early.”  Anna started to type something along 
15
the lines of “oh my God! I was JUST thinking that!!!” but restrained herself to a simple, 
yet (she thought) mature “they do now.” 
 On her own side of the room, Liz turned over again and blinked tiredly at Anna. 
 “Who are you talking to?” 
 “Just my brother, David.” 
 “Oh.  Tell him I said hi.” 
 Anna wondered if that were an honest request, or just a polite reflex that Liz 
hadn’t really thought through. 
 “Uhhh...okay.  Wait, I didn’t wake you up, did I?” 
 “No, no, no,” came the half-convincing response.  “I need to get up anyway...I 
want to go to the gym before it gets too crowded.” 
 Anna wasn’t sure what to say to that.  Gym people always weirded her out—who 
CHOOSES to exercise in their free time?  Plus, how embarrassing is it to admit to a gym 
person that you haven’t worked out since eighth grade phys ed?  Without consciously 
realizing it, Anna had a split-second debate with herself over the idea of claiming to work 
out just for the image.  Her personal crisis was apparently well hidden, however, as Liz 
neither asked Anna to join her, nor gave the slightest hint of interest in her exercise 
habits.  She finished tying her running shoes, grabbed a bottle of water from under her 
bed, and left with a “see ya” minutes later. 
Left alone in the room, Anna brought her conversation with David to an end, 
showered, redressed, and was lying on her bed flipping through a magazine when Liz 
reappeared. 
 “It is SUCH a nice day outside,” she reported, flinging her shoes into the closet. 
 “Yeah?  Do you want to grab breakfast later?”  Anna asked, not knowing if Liz 
were even a breakfast person. 
 “I’d love to,” Liz responded convincingly.  “I just have to go shower. Why don’t 
you ask some of the other girls to come?” 
 Anna thought that was a great idea, and wished she had come up with it first.  
There was no answer at Hailey’s door, and such a lengthy silence at Joanne and Caitlin’s 
that she almost gave up.  By the time Caitlin groggily opened the door, Anna was already 
knocking on Jacey and Sarah’s. 
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“Oh, hi—did I wake you up? I’m so sorry!” 
 “No, it’s fine...we shouldn’t be sleeping this late anyway.”  Joanne stepped out 
into the hallway at the same time that Sarah opened her door. 
 “Well Liz and I were just wondering if you guys would like to join us for 
breakfast in the dining hall.” 
Sarah readily agreed on behalf of herself and her roommate, and Joanne gave a 
sort of “I’ll go if everyone else is going since I don’t want to be antisocial, but I’d rather 
just go back to bed” kind of answer.  Anna accepted both responses cheerfully, and made 
plans to meet in her room in a quarter of an hour.  As it stood, all of the girls they had 
spent time with the night before were coming to breakfast, and Anna couldn’t have been 
happier.  She hated this uncertain period of friendship—she liked knowing in black and 
white definitions exactly whom she could count on as her friends.  Life was simply easier 
when you knew where you stood in relation to others. 
 Liz returned from the shower just as the other girls filtered in.  It was their first 
time in Anna and Liz’s room, and they all took the opportunity to poke around before 
they left.  Jacey commented on Liz’s Clockwork Orange poster, while Sarah asked about 
the photographs on Anna’s dresser.  When everyone’s curiosity had been satisfied—or at 
leased outweighed by their appetites—they trickled out of the small room and made their 
way to the dining hall. 
 Warren College held four main dining halls, each positioned at one of the corners 
of the campus.  The one that the girls headed to now—the same one in which Anna and 
Liz had eaten dinner in the night before—was the largest of the four.  Centered in the 
midst of mostly freshmen dorms, it served almost exclusively first year students.  
Upperclassmen unfortunate enough to be living in the “newbie” area would usually trek 
to the next-closest dining hall to distance themselves from the freshmen. 
 Clement House, as it was called, was lined with narrow rectangular tables in two 
long rows, which themselves were surrounded by large, circular, eight-person tables.  It 
was around one of these tables that the girls from Fitzroy Third now settled, each having 
filled a tray with food.  The conversation was lively, flowing readily from one topic to 
another without any lengthy pauses.  They heard all about Liz’s two year old sister, Holly 
Ann, who cried when it was time to say goodbye; Jacey’s sorely-missed boyfriend Sean, 
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who was taking a year off; and Sarah’s best friend Ania, who had chosen to go to school 
in London rather than apply domestically.  When the conversation turned to Anna, she 
spoke animatedly about her brother, and the fact that she was the fourth in her family to 
attend Warren. 
 “Wow...you must know so much about the school already,” Joanne said in awe. 
 “Not really,” denied Anna, “I mean, I know my way around the campus a little, 
but I’m still just a clueless first year student like you guys.” 
 “Yeah, yeah, you’re just being modest,” Liz piped up. 
 “Yeah, I bet the dean is like your uncle or something,” Caitlin joked. 
 Anna knew they were kidding, but for some reason their expectations made her 
uncomfortable—it was almost as though she might end up letting them down solely on 
the basis of being herself.  It was a heavy weight to have new acquaintances with such 
visibly high expectations of her, especially since Anna herself didn’t even know what to 
expect from Anna.  These thoughts passed through her mind in an incoherent and fleeting 
moment before she tried to change the subject. 
 “Hey, do you guys want to see if we can find where our classes are supposed to 
be?”  Everyone agreed that that would be a wise idea, so when they were done eating, 
Anna led them all to the computer lab.  They each printed off a copy of their schedule and 
spent the next ninety minutes wandering through the campus, bunched together in rotating 
pairs of two.  By the time they were done, everybody had a fairly good awareness of their 
surroundings, and a much clearer insight into each other’s personal lives.  They finished 
the tour at the bookstore, where each girl purchased an expensive load of course books, 
which they then lugged up to their respective rooms. 
 “Well that was pretty fun,” Liz remarked to Anna, as a sort of debriefing. 
 “Yeah, everyone seems really nice.”  Anna began stacking her new books on her 
desk. 
 “So...Jacey seems really into her boyfriend.” 
 “Oh, I know, and long distance relationships never work out,” Anna responded, 
without even thinking. 
 “Yeah, I mean, she’s a sweet girl and all, but if I had to hear one more word about 
Mr. Sean Garrison, I was going to scream.” Liz spoke in a tone that made it sound as 
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though dissecting a friend were the same thing as discussing the weather, and for one 
brief moment, Anna lost her sense of misgiving. 
 “Tell me about it—I don’t know what it is that makes girls with boyfriends think 
that everyone wants to hear about him as much as she wants to talk about him.”  Whoa.  
Where did that come from? By nature, Anna wasn’t any more catty than the next girl, and 
she didn’t want one of her first conversations with her roommate to be one that ripped 
apart a mutual friend. 
 “It’s okay,” Liz said, sensing Anna’s reserve, “it’s not like I’m going to tell.”  
Anna wasn’t sure that made it okay, but she smiled and changed the subject as if it did. 
KKKKKKK 
“Okay, everyone grab a piece of pizza and pull your chairs into a circle,” Jackie 
instructed the girls as they walked in the door to their floor common room.  Anna did as 
she was told and took a seat in the corner facing the door.  Liz followed dutifully, and the 
two of them sat eating their pizza and watching the rest of their hall-mates trickle in.  
Most of the girls came in groups of two—tethered to their roommate like a safety blanket.  
Each pair looked nervously around the circle for familiar faces and, relieved, settled 
themselves with the people they knew—people who were not quite friends yet but in all 
probability would be.  Before long, Anna and Liz were flanked on both sides by the girls 
from earlier that afternoon.  Anna reluctantly let her ego take note of the fact that she was 
the one who had chosen these seats in the first place—she sat down and five girls had 
followed.  Cool. She tried not to let her mind dwell on it, either out of embarrassment or 
modesty.  She turned her attention instead to the door, where the last stragglers were 
wandering in.  Breaking with the patterns of two-by-two, an irritable-looking girl now 
entered by herself and chose a place with a two seat buffer zone on either side. 
 “That’s the girl who lives across the hall from us,” offered Liz, noticing Anna’s 
gaze. 
 “She looks so unhappy,” Anna commented, transfixed by the girl’s behavior. 
 “Yeah, I told you she wanted a single.  She doesn’t really seem like the socializing 
type—probably doesn’t want to be here.”  Liz whispered the last part as Jackie closed the 
door and addressed her residents. 
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“Alright folks, lets get started—I think everybody’s here.  For those of you who 
haven’t met me, my name is Jackie, and I’m going to be your RA for the year.”  Someone 
to the left of Anna started clapping, and stopped awkwardly when no one else joined her.  
A few girls laughed, but Jackie continued.  “I’m a junior communications major with a 
minor in psychology, and this is my second year as an RA in Fitzroy Hall.  I’m from Palo 
Alto, California, and I know from your info lists that most of you are from out of state, so 
if you ever want to chat about adjusting or homesickness, my door is always open.  We’re 
also thinking about starting a weekly support group type of thing to help you out-of-
staters with the transition.”  She paused, as if waiting for questions, and then continued in 
the same, friendly tone.  “Alright, so let’s all get to know each other, shall we?  I know 
several of you have gotten a chance to meet, but let’s just make it official.  Why don’t we 
go around the circle, and everyone say your name, where you’re from, your major—if 
you have one—and one interesting fact about yourself.” 
Well that’s original, Anna thought to herself sarcastically.  She hated activities 
that forced creativity out of people.  Still, she listened intently as her hall-mates tried their 
best to impress everyone else with their 9th grade diving championships, double-jointed 
fingers, and brushes with celebrity.  Anna wasn’t interested enough in the game to bother 
thinking up a new “interesting fact,” so she used her turn to again draw attention to the 
fact that she was well experienced with all things Warren.  As it had before, her revelation 
provoked a much more awe-inspired response than Anna had anticipated.  Even Jackie 
seemed impressed, although she was making a concerted effort to react with objectivity to 
each girl’s claim.  When the entire circle had been given the chance to speak, Jackie 
moved to the center of the group and gave a brief presentation on fire codes and hall 
regulations before launching into the part Anna had been waiting for. 
 “Alright, now I know I mentioned this to almost all of you when you moved in, 
but we’re looking for people to run for the new position of Residence Hall President this 
year.  Basically we need someone who is willing to be a sort of “sub” RA—someone who 
will act as a liaison between the residents and the Residence Hall Committee.  You’d be 
in charge of communicating the hall-related concerns of the students to the 
administration.  This is all to make Fitzroy Hall a better place to live and work for 
everyone.  Okay?  Now I’ve got a of couple nomination forms here—everybody take one 
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and feel free to nominate anyone you’d like—including yourself—to run for the post.  I 
realize you may not know each other well enough yet to be able to judge who would be 
the best for the job, but just do your best, and we’ll see what happens.  Nomination forms 
are due by tomorrow evening, I’ll notify the candidates tomorrow night, and the election 
will be held in two weeks.  Are there any questions?”  Silence.  “No?  Okay, everyone 
take a green nomination sheet and I’ll see you around.”  There was an immediate and 
brief gathering of students where Jackie had stacked the papers, as each girl grabbed one 
before leaving at her own pace. 
 David was right.  The Hall President job did have Anna written all over it.  She 
was one of those natural-born leaders, someone who wasn’t really comfortable unless she 
was in charge.  She briefly wondered if any of her new friends would nominate her, but 
decided that it would be best not to leave anything to chance, and nominate herself—
Jackie had said that was acceptable, after all. 
 Anna needn’t have worried about the others, however, as throughout the course of 
the night multiple people told her that she would “be perfect for the job,” and more than 
one hinted that they would nominate her.  It seemed that after the chaos of moving in, 
most of them had confused confidence and knowledge with the ability to lead.  Anna 
noticed this, but because she was confident in her ability to do the job, she chose not to 
point it out to anybody. 
KKKKKKK 
The next day was the first day of classes, and Anna slid her green nomination 
form under Jackie’s door before heading off to her 9AM government lecture.  The class 
itself was exactly how she might have imagined it to be, had she taken the time to give it 
any forethought whatsoever.  Instead, Anna noted—a bit surprised—that she had spent so 
much time thinking of the social aspects of college that she had somehow neglected to 
prepare herself for the logistics of being a student.  She tried to reassure herself with the 
probability that no one else would be any more prepared than her, and that things would 
more or less take care of themselves in due course. 
After three hours of introductory lectures and handout-collecting, Anna trudged 
back to her room to start on her collegiate mountain of reading.  She was on her second 
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page—and fourth daydream—of her international politics textbook when somebody 
knocked on her door. 
Sarah, the bubbly blond from next door bounded in and sat on Liz’s bed before 
Anna could even think of her name. 
“Are you done with classes for the day?  How were they?  What did you take?  
Are you going to drop any?  Do you have a lot of homework?  I have so much reading to 
do, but my cousin Julie says nobody does the reading so really I don’t have that much 
when you think about it.  So how was your day?” 
Anna blinked at her for a second trying to figure out which question she was 
supposed to be answering, and then began a somewhat vague description of her “good” 
day, “good” classes, and “good” professors.  She was fully conscious of the fact that most 
girls would rather talk about herself then be the one listening to someone talking about 
herself, so she kept it brief in the interest of pleasing Sarah. 
“So have you been homesick at all?”  Anna tried to steer the conversation away 
from school.  Her un-opened textbooks were staring at her from the desk, and she wanted 
to prolong her procrastination a bit longer. 
Sarah took the prompt and began talking effusively about the life she’d left behind 
three states away.  Apparently she’d grown up on a farm and had an upbringing so 
different from Anna’s that Anna found herself completely fascinated and kept asking 
detailed questions while listening intently to the answers. 
The two girls were still sitting there several hours later when Liz returned from 
her late afternoon class.  Anna wasn’t sure how Liz would react to unexpected visitors 
sitting on her bed, but if it bothered her she didn’t let it show.  Liz joined their 
conversation without hesitation and was quick to support Anna in her half-joking 
statement that “all men are giant, flaming dicks on wheels.” 
“My boyfriend from sophomore year dumped me three weeks before our 
homecoming dance because he thought he’d have a better chance of winning a spot in the 
court if he went with someone else.” 
“Ouch,” said Anna, for lack of a better reaction.  “Did he win?” 
“Nope.  His date got drunk at the pre-party and threw up all over his tux.  He 
didn’t even make it to the dance.” 
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Anna and Sarah both burst out laughing, and after mourning her failed relationship 
for a second, Liz joined them. 
Not to be outdone, Anna wiped the tears of laughter from her eyes, and launched 
into her own story. 
“I had this one guy who online-stalked me for like seven months after we broke 
up—I mean, that’s longer than we went out!  I blocked him on AIM and thefacebook, but 
he freaking googled my new email address and kept asking why I never signed online and 
had ‘deactivated’ my facebook account.  I’m like, can you PLEASE just take a hint?!” 
“Awww,” Sarah stuck out her bottom lip in pity for the mystery guy. 
“‘Awww’ nothing,” responded Anna, “the bastard called me ‘asexual’ when I 
broke up with him.” 
“What?!” Both girls were shocked.  “Who does that?!”  Liz stared at her wide-
eyed with her mouth open. 
“I don’t know...but he was such a republican.” 
“Then it’s settled—I’m lighting a bag of dog poop and putting it on his doorstep,” 
Sarah blurted out, half-serious.  The girls chuckled at their own banter, and Anna relished 
at the presence of such good almost-friends so soon into the school year.  The 
conversation focused on her for a while, but then drifted towards out-of-state transition 
issues. Liz and Sarah began co-commiserating about the troubles of shipping bags, taking 
flights, and saying goodbye. Anna found it difficult to empathize, and didn’t realize she 
had tuned out of their conversation until there was a knock at the door several minutes 
later.  It was Jackie, and she was smiling. 
“Hi Anna!  I just dropped by to let you know that you have been officially 
nominated for Residence Hall President.  Um, several times over.  The campaign period is 
for the next two weeks, and we’ll be holding elections downstairs on September 24th.
Here’s a sheet that explains the posting rules for flyers—make sure you read it 
thoroughly.  So...congratulations, you’re officially a candidate!  How does it feel?” 
“Uhhh...” Anna wasn’t exactly speechless, but she didn’t know what else to say. 
“That good, huh?  Well good luck in the campaign—do you have any questions?” 
“Who else is running?”  Sarah spoke up from behind.  Anna had forgotten that the 
two girls were even back there, and gave a start upon hearing the voice. 
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“Just one,” Jackie answered.  “Melinda from the far end...I don’t know if you 
remember her from the meeting.” 
Anna remembered her alright—she’d been the girl whose room Anna and Liz had 
been effectively shooed out of the first night.  She gave a fake smile. 
“I think I know whom you’re talking about.” 
“Great, well I wish you both luck—let me know if I can help out in any way.”  
Jackie slipped back into the hallway, and pulled the door shut behind her. At the sound of 
the latch, Liz and Sarah burst into squeals, occasionally enunciating the words “oh my 
God, Anna!” and “congratulations!”  Anna let them tell her how right she was for the job, 
how sure they were she’d win, and how willing they were to help campaign.  When 
they’d quieted down a bit, Anna did her best to act in a mature and collected manner, and 
suppressed the fact that on the inside she was secretly squealing louder than they were.  
At dinner that night, she sat and smiled modestly while Liz broke the news to everybody.  
The overall reaction was pretty similar to Liz and Sarah’s earlier in the day, and Anna 
began to feel very confident in their commitment to her “cause.”  Girls she’d met three 
days ago were offering to knock on every door in the building for her, and Anna couldn’t 
figure out why. 
“They don’t even know if I’ll be good—I don’t even know if I’ll be good,” she 
confessed to her brother in a phone call later that night. 
“Maybe it’s not so much that they know you’re gong to be good as it is they know 
this Melinda girl is going to be bad.” 
“That’s profound.”  Anna wasn’t sure if she meant that sarcastically or not.  
“Although, Melinda did seem like a pretty big bitch.” 
“Well there ya go.  Each one of those girls probably secretly wants to be the 
president, but they don’t have the motivation or confidence to do it, so they settle for the 
next best thing, which is throwing their weight behind you so you can do it.” 
“God, David, you make it sound like I’m running for president. 
“You ARE running for president, Anna” 
“I meant—” 
“—I know what you meant.  Look, you have their support.  Please can you just 
accept it and be happy without questioning their motives?” 
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“Is that the collegiate thing to do?” 
“That is the collegiate thing to do.” 
“All right then.”  Anna knew that any advice her brother gave her was probably in 
her best interest, and she kept it in mind throughout the events of the next week.  After 
her only lecture of the day on Tuesday, she went to the library to photocopy “Bennett for 
President” flyers for posting in Fitzroy.  When Liz returned from the drugstore later that 
afternoon, the girls taped quarter page flyers to lollypops and distributed them to their 
group of almost-friends, who were quickly becoming just-plain-friends.  The next few 
days dissolved into a rush of new classes, unfinished homework, and innumerable hall 
canvases.  Most students were pretty indifferent about the race for Residence Hall 
President, and Anna was confident that if she could get them to vote at all, she would 
likely win on name recognition alone. 
During the week, a half of a dozen “Melinda 4 Prez” signs showed up taped 
haphazardly throughout the hallway.  This coincided largely with several rumors about 
Melinda that painted her in a less-than-flattering light.  Alcoholic, whore, or lunatic, 
Melinda was sounding less and less presidential each day.  Anna hadn’t been the source 
of these rumors—in fact, most of them originated from truth—but she couldn’t help 
appreciating their existence.  On Saturday, exactly halfway through the campaigning 
period, Anna was startled in the middle of her linguistics assignment by a knock at the 
door. 
“I came to congratulate the new Residence Hall President.”  Jackie looked 
genuinely happy. 
“What?  But the election’s not until Tuesday!” 
“This is true, but Melinda just dropped out, and there are no other candidates.  I 
mean, we still have to have the election for official purposes, but your name will be the 
only one on the ballot, so…basically it’s in the bag, kid.” 
Anna was shocked. 
“She dropped out?  Why?  Did something happen?” 
“Yeah, classes happened.  She said she didn’t want to jeopardize her schoolwork.” 
“Huh.” 
Anyway, I’m late for a meeting, but we’ll talk more later, Madame President.” 
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Anna wasn’t sure how to feel.  Is winning something by default still winning? 
Suddenly she didn’t know if she had wanted the post for the sake of the post itself, or if 
she was looking for the validation associated with winning an election.  She picked up her 
textbook again, almost with the intention of reading it, but didn’t even bother finding her 
place on the page.  So I’m the Residence Hall President.  Huh. She tried to remember 
what the job description was—suddenly it all seemed so vague.  What made her any 
better suited to be the president than any of the other residents?  That was a question she 
should have thought of before entering the campaign, but as she was quickly realizing, 
she had gotten so caught up in winning the election that she hadn’t put much thought into 
what that actually meant.  She jumped off her bed with conviction and headed to the door.  
She needed to find one of her friends—she needed someone to reassure her that somehow 
she was better suited than any of the other freshmen to have extra responsibility.  She 
stepped out into the hallway and was immediately confronted with such a commotion 
across the hall that her original intentions were immediately forgotten. 
The door to number 324 was propped open with a case of water bottles, and the 
girl Anna recognized as Hailey was standing with tears in her eyes as her roommate 
gestured angrily to the door. 
“Go! Just go!” She yelled, clearly with no concern for the volume of her voice.  
“Just get out, okay? You’re not wanted here!” 
“But I LIVE here!” Hailey shot back, letting her anger seep into her voice. 
“I don’t care!  None of that matters!  You don’t belong here, just find somewhere 
else to be!”  The roommate, whom Anna would later learn to be Lauren, shot Anna a 
glance, as if to say “back me up here,” but Anna averted her gaze, embarrassed to be 
caught listening.  Lauren let out an exasperated sigh and turned to sit at her desk, clearly 
finished with the conversation.  Hailey watched her stake her claim on the room, and 
brushed by Anna, briefly making contact with her sad eyes.  Anna stood transfixed in her 
spot for a minute, then turned back to her room and closed the door.  Wow, she though to 
herself.  I am SO much better suited than the other freshmen to have extra responsibility.
She smiled at this thought and the confidence it brought with it, and then returned to her 
linguistics reading. 
KKKKKKK 
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The next week went by in such a blur of events that Anna hardly knew what had 
happened.  On Monday and Wednesday she had class until five, and every other day of 
the week she stayed late at the library trying to keep up with her reading. 
 Her friends—she fully considered them that now—reacted predictably to her news 
of the election: squeals of excitement, genuine congratulations, and overly-enthusiastic 
smiles.  Anna was touched that they seemed to care so much, and as she began to 
understand later, they all had a personal investment in her position.  Each one of them had 
contributed personally to the campaign, and now that she’d “won” it, each one of them 
could say that they were friends with the Residence Hall President. 
When the day of the election finally rolled around, it passed as uneventfully as any 
other day that week.  Anna and her friends made the point of voting out of principle, but 
Anna wasn’t entirely sure that many other people even went to the “polls.”  The 
Residence Hall Committee had set up a folding table in the lobby with a stack of ballots 
and a list of residents to keep track of who voted.  Anna found herself making excuses to 
walk by the table several times that day, and each time she was vaguely disappointed to 
see only one or two residents there.  Nevertheless, she won the election, as predicted, and 
spent several hours the next day meeting with the Residence Hall Committee clarifying 
her role.  Anna couldn’t help but notice that she wasn’t given very much official power—
it was much more a question of what she would do with the title of president that would 
define her limits. 
 The girls of Fitzroy Third—as they had begun to call themselves, in blatant 
disregard for the fact that other people shared their floor—went out for a celebratory 
dinner two days after the election.  They sat in the restaurant long after they had finished 
their meal, sharing stories from high school, worrying about classes, and gossiping about 
their hall-mates. 
 “What is the deal with Lauren and Hailey?” Anna had to ask. 
 “Oh my God, I know! I wish they’d bite their heads off a little quieter after 10—I 
couldn’t sleep at all last night,” Joanne gave by way of an answer. 
 “I just don’t understand why they can’t get along,” Caitlin added.  “So they both 
wanted a single—so what?  They’re in a double now and they have to learn to deal with 
it.” 
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“I’m guessing they’re both only children,” Sarah put in her two cents. 
 “Hey!” Jacey interjected, mock offended. 
 “Sorry, Jacey—nothing personal, it’s just that you folks don’t know how to 
share.” 
 Anna giggled and Sarah turned her fake inquisition to her. 
 “And don’t get me started on you youngests...” 
 “So I suppose the only good people in the world are firstborns?” Anna asked, only 
half serious. 
 “Pretty much, yeah.”  The table collectively laughed at Sarah’s audacity, and 
continued to refer to the birth order debate several times throughout the rest of the night.  
When they returned home over an hour later, they said their goodbyes in the hallway and 
split off into the separate rooms.  Anna and Liz opened their door and were about to go in 
when they heard the distinct sounds of an argument coming from the room across the hall. 
 “Oh jeez...I guess I’ll be sleeping with earplugs tonight,” sighed Liz as she crossed 
to her side of the room. 
 Anna started to follow her, but then thought better of it and turned back to look at 
room 324.  She knocked on the door.  Somebody has to do something about this. Lauren 
opened it forcefully. 
 “What?” She snapped. 
 “Well I couldn’t help but hear your fighting, and I was wondering if there was 
anything I can do to help.”  Silence.  “I am, after all, the hall President.”  Anna knew full 
well that this gave her no authority over personal disputes between roommates, but she 
was hoping that Lauren and Hailey didn’t know that.  They didn’t. 
 “Lauren’s shit keeps encroaching on my space and I told her to move it but now 
she’s just claiming that it IS her space, and before you know it she’s going to cheat me 
out of my half of the room!”  Hailey was quick to vent. 
 “Well I told her I’d move my stuff if she would kindly cut down to 23 hours of 
talking on the phone each day—I’m going nuts! Nobody has that many friends!” 
 “Well I can sure as hell see why you don’t!”  Lauren had walked into that. 
 “ARRRGH! Get out of my room!” 
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“It’s my room too, jackass!  I don’t like it either, but it’s my room too.  And if 
you’ll kindly remember, I was fucking here first, so if anyone should leave, it should be 
you, Lauren!” 
 “Hailey, I’m not sure that really matters,” Anna finally interjected, trying 
desperately to be helpful. 
 “Oh I don’t think so,” Lauren shot back to Hailey, as if Anna wasn’t there.  “I 
came to check out my room—my single room months ago—as soon as the assignments 
came out, so technically I was here first.” 
 “Well it’s too bad you didn’t know how to count the beds, or else we wouldn’t be 
in this mess,” Hailey spat at her. 
 “Okay, stop this.  This is ridiculous.  Nobody should hate somebody this much 
over property.  This is just space.  An area.  A place to sleep and live.”  Anna could tell 
she wasn’t getting through to them.  “Look, if it’s this bad, why don’t we try drawing a 
line down the middle and you can both pretend you have singles, just within a larger 
double.” 
 The girls looked at her like he was insane.  She did it anyway.  Seeing a role of 
masking tape on Lauren’s desk, she picked it up and laid it down on the floor in a neat 
line from window to door. 
 “There,” she said, a bit triumphantly.  “Lauren, you stay on the right, Hailey, you 
stay on the left.”  The two girls stopped arguing, mostly out of shock, and Anna took it as 
an opportunity to remove herself from the room.  She stepped across the hall and into her 
own room, silently thankful for the fact that there were now two doors between her and 
them. 
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Part Two: An Ever-Closer Union 
Alone, all alone 
Nobody, but nobody 
Can make it out here alone. 
~Maya Angelou 
 
By the time Columbus Day weekend rolled around, Anna Bennett was completely 
in love with college.  She loved her classes, her professors, her role as president, and her 
new group of friends.  She loved them all so much, in fact, that when her mother called to 
make family plans for the long weekend, Anna informed her that she would be staying at 
Warren for the short break.  Anna’s mother—once a Warren student herself—was very 
understanding of the situation and managed to contain her guilt-tripping to a restrained 
minimum. 
Since most of Anna’s close friends lived too far away to justify going home for 
three days, the six of them made plans to take advantage of the nearly empty dorm and 
virtually homework-free weekend. 
Anna propped her door open as soon as she returned from class on Friday, 
conscientiously making herself available in case anyone should need to speak with the 
president.  She reclined on her bed and let herself be distracted by the entertainment of the 
hallway outside her room.  Most Fitzroy students were going home for the weekend, 
despirate to reconnect with friends from high school and sleep in their own beds again.  
Anna watched as familiar faces lugged heavy suitcases filled with dirty laundry past her 
room to meet their parents outside.  She waved at the residents who made eye contact 
with her—as hall president almost everyone knew who she was—and occasionally made 
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small talk with those willing.  More than one resident gave her an odd look, stepped 
inside the room, and asked her what she was still doing here.  Wasn’t she going home?  
Didn’t she live in the “free laundry belt”?  Weren’t all of her friends going to be back 
there?  Didn’t she miss her family?  Anna smiled at each of these inquisitors with her 
finest “I’m a better-adjusted college student than you are” expression, and would then 
explain to them, without being too condescending, that she was very comfortable at 
Warren; felt like this was her home; and furthermore, had a great weekend planned with 
her friends here.  She was in the middle of one of these spiels when Sarah and Jacey 
shuffled in with a bowl of popcorn and a stack of DVDs. 
“We weren’t sure what people were in the mood for, so we brought it all,” Jacey 
explained as she dumped the collection on Liz’s bed.  “Where is everybody?” 
Anna started to answer, but was quickly distracted by the sight of two freshmen 
boys lugging a case of beer past her door.  She was going to have to report that.  She 
made a mental note to tell Jackie at the first chance she got, and hoped that it would be 
taken care of by someone else.  President or not, she was just a freshman, and generally 
the only people who respected her authority were the ones who weren’t doing anything 
wrong.  She turned her attention back to Jacey and gave a brief report of what she knew. 
“Joanne and Caitlin are still getting snacks, and Liz’s in class until five.” 
“Excellent, then everything is going according to schedule.” 
“Hey guys, do you think we should invite anyone else tonight?” Jacey asked. 
“Like who—Hatred and Malice from across the hall?” answered Sarah.  “No 
thanks, I’d rather keep my sanity.” 
“Well what about that girl from the single—she seems nice.” 
“Nah,” Anna took Sarah’s side, “she’s probably got her own friends by now, let’s 
just keep it small.” 
“Okay,” Jacey didn’t sound convinced, but any remnants of the conversation were 
quickly overshadowed by the arrival of Joanne and Caitlin with bags of snacks and a 
couple bottles of soda. 
“Dig in, everybody, the pizza should be here any minute.”  Anna loved playing 
hostess. 
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“Oh, oh, oh, can we watch ‘The Godfather’?!”  Joanne exclaimed while sifting 
through the DVDs Sarah and Jacey had brought. 
“NOOOOO...I hate that movie!”  Liz came in from the hallway.  “Can’t we watch 
something a little more upbeat?” 
“Like what, ‘The Little Mermaid’?” 
“Hardy har har har.  Let’s see what else there is.” 
Caitlin, Joanne, Sarah, and Liz crowded around the DVDs while Anna and Jacey 
met the pizza delivery man downstairs.  When all those who cared decided on ‘Love 
Actually,’ the girls gathered around the modest TV set and over-ate.  Anna had seen the 
movie many times before, but enjoyed watching it with the sarcastic commentary of her 
new friends. 
When the film had ended, Joanne went back to her room to get a bottle of rum her 
sister had bought for her, and returned to the party with a communal shot glass.  Anna 
knew it wasn’t very presidential for her to participate in underage drinking, but when the 
glass was passed to her she took a full shot, reassuring herself with the knowledge that 
she wasn’t going to do anything stupid.  Once the alcohol started flowing, the 
conversation picked up, and the girls began trying to out-tell each other with stories. 
“My mom is so neurotic,” began Jacey, “she took a cruise with my dad last year, 
and before they left she brought me to the bank and showed me how to open the safety 
deposit box.”  There was a scattered chuckle throughout the room. 
“That’s nothing,” interrupted Anna, not to be outdone.  “The last time my parents 
went on vacation they made me Power of Attorney.” 
“What?!” The girls burst out laughing. 
“You’re joking!” Exclaimed Joanne.  “Why wouldn’t they make your brother be 
it?” 
“Because they rewrote their wills to give him guardianship of me, and they 
wanted to be fair.”  Jaws dropped.  “I’m serious!  You can call my parents and ask.” 
“Wow, Anna...” 
“You’re parents are nuts.”  Sarah candidly summed up the collective feelings of 
everyone in the room.  They were all laughing—in part from the story, in part from the 
rum.  Anna beamed.  Fearing she might lose their attention, she quickly launched into 
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another story, describing with over-animated hand gestures the time her brother fed her a 
wild mushroom.  The whole room was cracking up.  Anna loved it. 
“Awww...that reminds me of my sister, Holly Ann,” moaned Liz.  “She tried to 
eat a flower once, but I stopped her just in time.”  She sighed.  “I hope she’s doing 
okay...I’ve never been away from her for this long before. 
“Oh, Liz, I know exactly how you feel,” Jacey piped up. “I mean, I know it’s not 
the same thing, but I miss my dog so much...I worry that he won’t remember me when I 
get back.” 
“Oh stop it, of course she’ll remember you,” Anna started to interject, but was 
quickly drowned out by the voices of those who were apparently more experienced in the 
matter. 
“I was talking to Jackie the other day, and she said that her cats are so much nicer 
to her now when she goes home on vacation,” Sarah offered, with decidedly more 
authority than Anna. 
“Hey, are you guys gonna go Tuesday night?” Liz asked, as if they would all 
know exactly what she was talking about. 
They did. 
“I was thinking about it,” was Sarah’s response. 
“Yeah, I’m going,” added Joanne.  Good Lord, they were all in on it. 
“Going where?”  Anna finally asked, unable to figure it out on her own.  No one 
answered her immediately, which only made her feel more excluded.  Liz finally spoke 
up when she realized that no one else was going to. 
“Jackie’s holding group sessions for out of state residents, remember?” 
“Oh.”  Anna wasn’t sure how she was supposed to respond to that.  She felt un-
entitled to make any sort of comment on the matter, as she was most definitely not an out 
of state resident.  The other girls carried on during her hesitation and began excitedly 
discussing the meeting as if it were a party.  Jeez, it’s just some stupid meeting, thought 
Anna.  I don’t understand what the big deal is. She let her mind wander, replaying 
certain lectures of the week and staring abstractly at a spot on the wall. 
“Wow,” she finally interrupted, when she couldn’t take it anymore.  “I feel like 
I’m the only one not going to this meeting.” 
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“Oh don’t say that,” reassured Liz.  “Caitlin’s not going—remember?  She only 
lives forty-five minutes away.” 
“This is true,” concurred Caitlin.  “Although I do have another meeting I’m 
supposed to go to that night.  I already have a group project for one of my classes.”  Liz 
smiled at Caitlin’s contribution, and then continued to reassure her roommate. 
“None of the girls from down the hall are going.”  As if that were supposed to 
help.  Liz continued with another, well-intentioned, yet misguided “Hailey and Lauren 
aren’t going either.”  Anna seized on this as a potential new conversation topic and tried 
to begin a new thread. 
“Like I’m going to hang out with them,” she segued.  “I mean, what is the deal 
with them?  I tried to help them out since I’m the president and I feel kind of responsible, 
but the line I drew down the middle of the room only seems to make them fight more—I 
mean, it’s kind of ridiculous.  I just don’t know what else to do.  Maybe we could get 
together as a hall and stage an intervention or something, what do you think?” 
“Yeah, that sounds like a good idea,” Liz supported, almost taking the bait. 
“But back to Tuesday,” Joanne continued, with blatant disregard for Anna’s 
attempt at a change of topic.  No one else seemed to notice either, and they easily picked 
up the conversation where they had left it off, never once returning to Hailey and Lauren 
for the rest of the evening. 
That night, Anna went to bed thoroughly frustrated.  She tossed and turned, 
ruminating over the crisis that was beginning to evolve as her friends bonding without 
her.  When she did finally fall asleep, she dreamt overly-dramatic dreams focusing upon 
everyone forgetting about her as they moved to the great state of Outofstate together. 
After waking up the next morning, it took her a minute to remember why she felt 
so anxious.  When it did all come back to her, it suddenly seemed petty and unimportant.  
With the new day, Anna felt greater clarity and comfort about her friends and began to 
understand that she had been overreacting the night before.  So what if they occasionally 
spend time together without me?  What’s the big deal?  We can’t all be there every time 
we do something. Once she’d successfully reassured herself she almost completely forgot 
the entire situation, and was able to enjoy the rest of the weekend. 
KKKKKKK 
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Tuesday came and the girls dragged themselves back to class along with every 
other recovering vacationer on their hall.  The weather was exceptionally nice, and nearly 
half of the Warren student body brought their schoolwork outside in an effort to take 
advantage of the vestiges of summer.  In the afternoon of their first day back, the girls 
arranged themselves in a circle on the grass beneath Anna and Liz’s window and did their 
best to stay focused.  Their good intentions were frequently overpowered, however, each 
time one of them found something of interest in her reading. 
“Oh my God,” Jacey interrupted, looking up from her English book, “did you 
guys ever hear that Geoffrey Chaucer was a midget?!” 
“It actually says that?!” Anna asked, somewhat skeptical. 
“Well, no...it just says that he was really fat—but that reminded me of what 
someone in my English class said on Friday, and now I just can’t help but picture short, 
fat Geoffrey Chaucer.” 
“I don’t think ‘midget’ is the politically correct term for that...I’m pretty sure they 
prefer ‘little people,’” soft-spoken Caitlin pointed out. 
“Well that’s the term they used in my class...I can’t help it if I’m given politically 
incorrect tools of learning.” 
“I think you’re both missing the point here,” Liz jumped in, “it now appears that 
the movie ‘A Knight’s Tale’ might not be historically accurate.” 
“Right, because the popularity of Queen songs in the Middle Ages wasn’t already 
a ginormous tip-off,” Anna added to Liz’s already-sarcastic comment, and the girls all 
laughed.  Such a positive reaction was like a drug to Anna, and she racked her brain for 
anything else she could say to make them marvel at her wit.  Too long.  When nobody 
else continued the conversation the girls slowly drifted off one-by-one back to their 
reading.  Anna stared at her book, willing herself to read, but soon realized that she was 
drawing highlighter dot-people in the margins.  She looked up to see if anyone had 
noticed her lack of productivity and saw that they were all working diligently.  Liz was on 
her side, reading a history of empires while propping her head up with one hand and 
turning pages with the other.  Anna looked at her and marveled at how familiar her face 
was to her now.  It was difficult to believe that hey had only known each other for a little 
over six weeks.  Strange how much living together can accelerate relationships. 
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From the other side of the circle, Sarah coughed, and Anna snapped her head to 
look at her.  She was hunched over with her legs crossed and her blond hair falling in 
front of her face as she flipped through a book of poetry.  Jacey, the other English major 
of the group was lying next to her on her stomach, still deeply absorbed in the prologue to 
Canterbury Tales.  Anna looked even further to her left to see Joanne and Caitlin, only 
just now noticing that the group had arranged themselves in pairs of roommates.  It was 
odd, considering that they were all friends with each other and shouldn’t need to have any 
sub-groups within the larger one.  Anna stared at Joanne and Caitlin for a while without 
really looking at them.  Of all of the girls in her group she figured she knew them the 
least.  Joanne was intently copying out calculus problems from a textbook while Caitlin, 
the future teacher of the group, flipped through a journal article addressing teaching 
second-graders with disabilities.  Anna finally snapped out of her trance, realizing how 
creepy she must seem, staring at her friends, and looked back down at her own textbook.  
She was instantly distracted again by Liz who had now moved on to flipping through her 
‘Cold War through History’ class notes. 
“Hey guys,” she interjected excitedly, “you’re not going to believe what happened 
during the Cold War.  This guy, Georgio Markov, was waiting for a bus in London when 
someone came up and jabbed him in the leg with a poisoned umbrella.  It shot a pellet of 
ricin into his thigh, and he died four days later.” 
“Wow...” said Caitlin, “that’s so Alias-esque.” 
“Yeah, it’s straight out of James Bond,” Joanne concurred. 
“I mean, can you even imagine,” Liz elaborated, “you’re just standing around, 
minding your own business, and WHAM.  Shot with an umbrella.  I mean, where did that 
even come from?  How much would it suck to be living in a time where you couldn’t 
even trust common household appliances?  Honestly...you can’t get much more benign 
than an umbrella.” 
“Well,” Anna said, quick with a reply, “they are kind of pointy.” 
“Can I just say that while I respect and fear the power that is the poison umbrella, 
I do have to admit that it would be an awesome name for a band,” Sarah pointed out. 
“Oh, yeah,” supported her roommate, “sort of like the Red Hot Chili Peppers, but 
more terror-inducing.  Definitely an album I’d be willing to mooch off a friend.” 
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“I don’t think you should joke about it,” Liz reprimanded them, “I mean, this was 
a serious and frightening threat back in 1978.  Thank God the Cold War is over.” 
“Yeah,” added Anna.  “I can’t even imagine what it must have been like back 
then. I mean, if any of you guys ever tried to stab me with an umbrella, I’d have to do 
some serious rethinking about our friendship.”  The girls giggled again, this time at the 
concept of any of them ever being able to figure out how to use a poison umbrella, and 
Anna regretted the jocular tone of her remark.  She contemplated saying something to let 
them know how serious she had been, but decided against it and let them all, once again, 
drift back to their respective school work.  Anna looked back at her political science 
reading, starting to regret her choice of majors, and looked vainly for an interesting fact 
she could share with her friends.  The best she was able to come up with was that Hans J. 
Morgenthau was a cynical old bastard, but she had a feeling that unless her conversation 
led towards “Morgenthau” being a good name for a band or a dog, her friends would have 
little interest.  Instead, she feigned productivity until the girls decided twenty minutes 
later that they should reward their hard work with a trip to the dining hall and they all 
headed back to their rooms to get ready for dinner. 
At the Clement House that night, the girls continued with the theme of the day, 
repeatedly focusing their conversation on the subject matter of the classes they were 
taking.  Anna found the conversation extremely interesting, despite the fact that she had 
little to contribute from her own area of study.  Her introduction to political science 
classes offered her virtually nothing to share with her friends, but she saw this as no great 
loss, since she was able to comment animatedly on the others’ respective class work. 
When Jacey mentioned that she would be reading the complete works of Jane 
Austin in one of her seminars this semester, Anna played a part in the group-wide debate 
over the best Jane Austin novel ever written.  Fully aware that it was the obvious choice, 
Anna defended Pride and Prejudice against Sarah’s assertion that Emma was infinitely 
better.  This conversation segued into the BBC version of ‘Pride and Prejudice’ versus the 
newer adaptation, but the debate came to a standstill when it was revealed that half of the 
group hadn’t seen the newer version. 
“What?!” Anna was unable to control her surprise.  “You guys have to see that 
movie!  It’s one of my all-time favorites, even though I will admit that the BBC version is 
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much more accurate.  Still, you get to see so much of the beautiful English countryside, 
and the acting isn’t half-bad.  I own it—we should definitely watch it.” 
The other girls who had seen the movie agreed that everyone should see it, even if 
it could only be considered a let-down in comparison with the BBC version.  Anna was 
quick to offer her copy of the movie up for a public viewing, and suggested that they 
watch it immediately—maybe tonight after dinner?  A couple of the girls shared an 
awkward glance before Liz spoke up hesitantly. 
“Well tonight we can’t, Anna, because we have that thing with Jackie.” 
“Oh.  Oh right,” Anna said, as if she were unbothered.  “Never mind, we can just 
do it some other time, then.” 
“Well I’m sorry we’ll all be leaving you,” Liz apologized on behalf of the group, 
“what will you do for the night?” 
“Oh you know what? No, it’s fine.  It’s uh—you know, I’ve got a lot of 
presidential stuff I should be working on anyway.  It’s kind of a big job,” she said, almost 
as if she was trying to remind them of her position. 
“Great, okay then,” said Liz, before she turned the conversation on to a more 
neutral topic. 
KKKKKKK 
That night, Anna had a lengthy conversation online with her brother while waiting 
for the girls to return from their exclusive gathering.  Unfortunately, David offered very 
little help in the matter, convincing Anna that he had no comprehension of the gravity of 
the situation.  She sat by her computer for longer than she would have liked to admit, and 
when she heard Liz keying into the door she jumped up and threw herself onto her bed 
next to a pile of very presidential-looking papers.  She tried to look calm and collected, 
and pretended that she hadn’t noticed the door being opened as Liz said her goodbyes 
while standing in the doorway. 
“Goodnight, Sarah, good luck with your paper, and Jacey, don’t stay up too late 
talking to Sean.”  She laughed at whatever Jacey had said in response, and walked into 
the room. 
Anna looked up and, trying to be as smooth as possible, gave her best attempt at a 
half-interested, “so how was the meeting?” 
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“Oh, it was okay,” said Liz, in a tone that clearly implied that it was more than 
just okay. 
“So what did you guys do for two and a half hours?”  Anna said, hoping Liz 
wouldn’t notice that she had timed it down to the minute. 
“Oh, not that much.  We just talked about things, and...stuff.  Played a couple 
games, and then watched TV.” 
“Oh,” said Anna.  “I thought it would be more of a lecture series.” 
“Oh, no, no, no,” replied Liz.  “It was totally casual, we were basically just all 
hanging out with Jackie. 
“Well that’s cool.” 
“Yeah.  So did you get a lot of work done?” 
“Oh, y-yeah,” said Liz, as she flipped through the papers on her bed.  “I mean, it’s 
mostly just paperwork, but somebody’s got to do it.” 
“Well that’s true,” said Liz.  “As long as you’re not working too hard.” 
“Oh don’t worry,” reassured Anna, “I’d be whining a whole lot more if I had 
been.” 
Liz gave a courtesy smile, and walked over to her computer to check her 
messages.  Anna continued to flip through her papers in an effort to perpetuate her busy 
presidential façade, but found herself sincerely reading through them to remind herself 
what it was she was supposed to be doing.  She devoted the next half hour to her attempt 
and was still working at it when Liz asked to turn off the overhead light just after eleven. 
Anna moved back over to her computer in a combined effort to both avoid 
disturbing her roommate and uphold her conviction that a college student should never, 
ever go to bed before midnight.  She opened up her buddy list to see if anyone interesting 
was on, and focused immediately on her college friends sub-folder.  Noticing that Joanne 
was neither away nor idle, Anna opened up a message box to pump her for information 
about the meeting. 
AnaBella007: hey 
AnaBella007: so i heard it was fun tonight... 
j0j0mcj0: hey anna, yeah it was good 
j0j0mcj0: did u have a nice nite? 
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AnaBella007: yeah 
AnaBella007: probably not as good as yours, though 
AnaBella007: i can’t believe you were playing games with the ra 
j0j0mcj0: yeah, she’s cool...it was way more fun than id thought itd be 
Anna frowned at that statement, without knowing why.  Joanne must have noticed 
the insensitivity of her own words, because she soon added the afterthought: 
j0j0mcj0: but we missed u and cait of course 
Anna chose to ignore that vein of discussion, and continued to search out more 
information about the meeting than Liz had offered. 
AnaBella007: so who else was there? 
j0j0mcj0: lots of people...it was open to the whole building 
j0j0mcj0: i think 20 of us all together 
AnaBella007: wow... 
AnaBella007: great way to meet people 
j0j0mcj0: yeah...it was cool 
j0j0mcj0: so were u working hard or hardly working? 
Anna smiled and again fielded the conversation with references to her supposedly 
busy life as hall president.  The two of them talked for a few more minutes until Joanne 
left to go spend what she was afraid would be an all-nighter in the study lounge.  Anna 
checked her email and a couple online journals one more time before heading off to bed 
herself at exactly 12:01AM. 
KKKKKKK 
By now midterms were in full swing, and the girls’ social interactions were 
limited to brief meetings at their regular evening meals. Anna was so preoccupied with 
school work and her few mundane responsibilities as hall president that she soon forgot 
about her other, non-academic concerns.  On Thursday night, both she and Liz were up 
way past midnight studying for their respective exams on Friday.  This newfound 
studiousness was almost universal among their friends, as everyone except Caitlin was 
faced with imminent tests and papers.  The prospect of being graded for the first time as a 
college student rather than a high schooler was beyond daunting—none of them wanted to 
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be viewed as a failure so early on, and to make matters worse, nobody was sure what the 
expectations of those judging them even would be. 
Between the midterms, twelve-page papers, and group projects, the weeks went by 
uncharacteristically fast.  With so much work to do, the girls kept their weekends 
relatively low-key, using their free time to study and catch up on reading. 
Caitlin’s birthday fell shortly after Halloween, however, and even the most 
studious among them agreed to be a part of the parent-sponsored celebration.  Caitlin’s 
25-year-old sister, Kylie, made the drive down from her PhD program two hours away to 
spend the day with Caitlin and take them all out to dinner.  Anna was particularly excited 
when she heard the news, not only at the prospect of free food, but because nothing 
proved a friendship more than being selected for an exclusive dinner party. 
The girls began getting ready an hour beforehand on Saturday night, dressing 
over-extravagantly for the modest restaurant, only because they wanted an excuse to do 
so.  After countless “does this look okay?”s and “which one goes better?”s, the girls 
headed out to wait downstairs for Caitlin and her sister. 
They stood in silence for the most part, their brains too fried from exhaustive 
study to force casual conversation.  Anna kicked at the carpet with her feet while 
periodically crossing and uncrossing her arms.  She looked up just in time to see Lauren 
walk by with a tray of food from the dining hall, presumably on her way to eat alone in 
her room.  Newly reminded of Lauren’s existence, Anna immediately breached the topic 
with her friends, if only to pass the time. 
“Hey, I haven’t heard Lauren and Hailey fighting in a few days...do you think 
they’re getting along now?” 
“I don’t think they’ll ever be getting along,” Jacey responded in a grim, yet factual 
tone. 
“I don’t know,” Anna said, refusing to believe Jacey’s pessimism, “maybe now 
that they have defined boundaries, they have less to argue about.” 
“I thought what they were arguing about were the defined boundaries.”  Joanne 
had a good point.  Jacey nodded along with it, while Sarah gave a supportive “mmm-
hmmm.” 
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“No, no, no,” Anna interjected in her best “I’m the president and know better than 
you” voice, “that’s why they used to argue.  But it’s been so long, I’m sure they’re willing 
to look at things more rationally now.  If you ask me, now would be the best time for us 
to stage that intervention I was talking about earlier.  If we act now when the tensions are 
low, we may have a shot at permanently salvaging their relationship.” 
“Why do you care so much?”  Joanne finally asked what was on all of their minds. 
“Well...I’m the president.  It’s my job to care.  It’s sort of like how when you’re 
babysitting you don’t want any of your kids to be unhappy—it reflects on your 
performance as the babysitter.” 
Anna focused her attention on Liz, who was nodding along at the speech, and was 
therefore startled when one of the other girls voiced her disapproval. 
“Excuse me, did you just refer to us as children and yourself as our babysitter?”  
Joanne seemed half-in shock, half-amused at the assertion, and Anna wasn’t sure how to 
proceed.  She had always worried that her position as president might cause jealousy 
among her own group of friends, but she was surprised it was occurring so soon.  She 
cleared her throat and was preparing a presidential, yet friendly defense of the charges, 
when Sarah’s laughter eased the tension. 
“Yeah,” she said in a joking tone, “that’s like the worst analogy I’ve ever heard.  
Where did you come up with that one?  George Orwell’s School for Tyrants?”  The girls 
all laughed at the accusation, even those who didn’t get the reference. 
“Very funny,” Anna said, by way of reclaiming control of the situation.  “You 
know what I meant...it’s just hard having responsibility, is all.”  The girls accepted this 
almost-apology, in part because they didn’t want to prolong the argument, and in part 
because Caitlin and her sister could now be seen climbing the steps up to the entrance of 
Fitzroy. 
At first Anna was struck by the resemblance between Caitlin and Kylie—the six 
year age difference between them looked more like three.  Kylie was roughly the same 
height as her sister, and the two of them had the same bone structure.  When Kylie spoke 
up to introduce herself, Anna noticed that their voices were also virtually identical.  She 
wondered, pointlessly, if any of them would have been able to differentiate between the 
sisters on the phone.  Caitlin, meanwhile, played the part of the polite hostess, and 
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personally introduced each of her friends, incorporating an interesting fact each time.  For 
everyone else, this fact was essentially just their home state, but when she turned to Anna 
she introduced her as “the president of Fitzroy hall, and our very own resident local.”  
Kylie ohhhed and ahhhed to the same degree that she had at everyone else’s introduction, 
and the group soon considered themselves acquainted.  The seven of them walked 
together to the bus stop and waited for the bus while playing the “what’s your major?” 
game for the benefit of Kylie.  By the time the bus came fifteen minutes later, they had 
thoroughly exhausted the typical getting-to-know-you facts for each of the Fitzroy 
students.  The focus of the conversation turned instead to the post-graduate lifestyle.  
Kylie was eager to answer any questions the freshmen had about applying to graduate 
school, the GREs, and life in general after college.  Anna already knew most of the things 
Kylie was sharing, and found it frustrating to hear someone else “teach” her about 
something of which she was already fully aware. 
Dinner itself went by more quickly than they would have liked, especially since 
this was only their second time eating non-dining hall food all year.  When the menus 
were distributed the girls were a little discomforted by the unexpectedly-high prices, but 
Kylie was quick to reassure them that the “sky’s the limit” in terms of ordering.  She 
claimed it was her parents’ orders to give them all a night out in honor of Caitlin’s 
birthday, and she waved their credit card to prove it.  Most of the girls remained 
unconvinced, and ordered the cheapest entrée on the menu.  Anna was about to do the 
same, but her craving for eggplant parmesan and firm belief that Kylie would not have 
offered had she not really meant it led her to order a meal a whole $4 more expensive 
than the basic pizza everyone else was getting.  While they waited for their order to be 
filled, they took turns going around the circle giving Caitlin her presents.  Each girl 
seemed to have a long, drawn-out explanation for their thoughtful gift, and Anna felt a 
little left out considering she had bought the typical vague girl’s gift—an assortment of 
candles and body lotions.  She sat patiently eating bread while Joanne presented a CD of a 
band that Caitlin supposedly talked about all the time—although apparently not to Anna, 
who had never even heard of Snow Patrol.  Caitlin thanked her roommate effusively, and 
turned her attention to Liz, who was sitting next to her.  By the time the focus was turned 
to Anna she had already eaten four pieces of bread and still had no meaningful 
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explanation for her gift.  What was she supposed to say?  “Here, Caitlin, I think you 
should bathe more.”  Well that was out of the question.  Probably. 
“Oh, Anna, nice wrapping job,” Caitlin finally said, by way of asking for her gift. 
“Here,” Anna said, handing it to her, “these made me think of you.”  If Caitlin was 
disappointed by the meaninglessness of Anna’s gift, she made no show of it, and thanked 
her as profusely as she had thanked the others, getting up out of her chair to give her the 
customary hug. 
The distribution of presents ended just as the food arrived, and the girls quieted 
down as they ate.  Anna had forgotten how sub-par the dining hall food actually was, but 
as she tasted normal food again, she realized just how much she had been enduring these 
past weeks.  When everyone had taken a primary fill of their own dishes, they passed 
them around to everyone else saying “try this, it is so good.”  Anna was reluctant to pass 
her own dish around, since she really didn’t feel the need to have everyone else slobber 
all over her food, but she couldn’t be the only selfish pig of the group so she caved and 
joined in anyway. 
“Wow, Anna, that is good eggplant parmesan,” Liz said when it was passed to her.  
“You definitely have superior restaurant-ordering skills.”  Liz had meant that last part to 
be a joke, or at least meant for it to sound like a joke, but Anna was reminded of her first 
impression of Liz when they met back in September.  Come to think of it, has Liz ever 
said anything to me that isn’t completely and totally supportive? Anna tried to remember, 
but as far as she could tell, Liz was the type of roommate who would stand by her side if 
she said the sun revolved around the earth.  Not that that was necessarily a bad thing, it 
was just...interesting. 
When the dessert menu was passed around, Kylie pressured the young girls into 
ordering something—they could always bring home the leftovers to eat tomorrow.  
Overly-conscious of the price and weight-gain repercussions, the other girls consented to 
split two or three desserts between them.  Anna could find no one else who wanted to 
share the sticky toffee pudding with her, so she ordered it for herself, and, under Kylie’s 
urging, a cappuccino.  None of the other girls said anything, but Anna wondered if they 
were secretly passing judgment over her excessive ordering.  Whatever, she finally 
decided, dessert and a cappuccino isn’t excessive.  Besides, if they had wanted that much 
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they could have ordered it themselves. Momentary crisis and speedy reassurance dealt 
with, Anna put aside her paranoia and enjoyed the rest of the evening. 
When Kylie said goodbye to them all later outside of Fitzroy Hall, each of the 
girls thanked her sincerely for the meal.  Kylie modestly passed the credit on to her 
parents, but when she left, it was decided that the girls would send thank you notes to 
both Caitlin’s parents and her sister.  They all marched together up to the third floor, and, 
saying goodnight, split off into their separate rooms. 
“That was so nice of Caitlin’s sister to take us out,” Liz said, as her typical post-
social event debriefing. 
“Yeah, it was really sweet,” Anna agreed, only half-listening. 
“I hope when I’m older I can do that for my little sisters and their friends.”  She 
took off her shoes and continued, without waiting for Anna’s response.  “Although by the 
time she’s in college I’ll probably have kids of my own.  Weird.”  Anna finally looked up 
at her, but rather than commenting on Liz’s future children, she brought up her own 
concerns. 
“Hey, Liz, how did you know what to get Caitlin for a present?” 
“What, you mean the French novels?  I guess I just figured she’d like them since 
she’s always talking about how she wants to keep up with her French outside of the 
classroom, and...I don’t know, she likes to read.” 
“She told you that?” 
“Well not me specifically, but she’s mentioned things like that to the group 
before.” 
“Huh.”  Anna thought for a minute.  “Do you think she liked my presents?” 
“Of course!”  Liz seemed genuinely shocked that Anna would even ask that.  
“Why wouldn’t she?” 
“Well...they weren’t very thoughtful,” Anna admitted. 
“So what?  All gifts don’t have to have meaning behind them.” 
“I know, it’s just that...” Anna wasn’t sure how to word her problem.  “It’s just 
that sometimes I feel like I don’t fit into the group as well as the rest of you.” 
“Oh don’t be ridiculous,” Liz reassured her.  “Is this because of our stupid little 
meetings that we have without you?  They’re really not that big of a deal.  We’re still just 
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as good of friends with you as we are with each other.  Seriously, don’t worry about it, 
everybody likes you—I like you.  You’re our president, for crying out loud!” 
“Yeah, I guess.  I don’t know, do you think I could maybe sit in on the meetings 
once or twice?”  Anna wasn’t sure if she meant that seriously or not, but when Liz started 
laughing hysterically, she decided the best course of action would be to pretend it was all 
a joke.  She started laughing too, and Liz wiped tears of laughter from her eyes. 
“Really, Anna, it’s not that big of a deal.  Don’t even worry about it.  Trust me, it 
would be a lot harder on our friendship if you were to start showing up at the meetings 
than if you were to continue missing them.”  And with that she deemed the conversation 
over, and climbed into bed. 
Anna sighed, and looked at her watch.  11:52, close enough. She crawled into her 
own bed and tried not to overanalyze her friendships too much as she drifted off to sleep. 
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Part Three: From Tower One to Oslo 
Few friendships would survive if 
each one knew what his friend says 
of him behind his back. 
~Blaise Pascal 
 
Shortly after Caitlin’s birthday, Anna and the girls stopped trying to befriend 
Melinda and the others at the end of the hall.  Or, to be more accurate, Anna’s friends 
stopped trying.  Anna had given up weeks ago.  She hadn’t tried talking to Melinda since 
the election, and was secretly surprised to hear that the others had even given her another 
thought.  In Anna’s mind, Melinda and her minions had made it pretty clear that they 
didn’t care for her the first night they metand it would be a long time before she was 
ready to work up the trust to attempt friendship again.  Anna’s extremist attitude didn’t 
bother her at all, since she was so busy with her “real” friends, that she didn’t notice any 
void where her remaining hall-mates could have been.  Things were finally the way she 
liked it: black and white terms of who was friends with whom.  It was worth having 
people classified as “non-friends” so long as they were classified.  The others weren’t 
quite so cavalier, however, and treated their own newfound acceptance as a defeat.  While 
Anna had let her presidency and popularity convince her that the absence of friendship 
was on her terms, the others did not have the luxury of her overconfidence, and they spent 
more than a few conversations in deep analysis of the situation. 
“I just don’t understand why they can’t say hi to me when we pass each other on 
campus,” Jacey bemoaned rhetorically, her voice laced with self-pity.  “It’s not like it 
takes that much effort.  I mean, if I can go out of my way to smile and acknowledge that 
someone lives within twenty feet of me and freaking shares my bathroom, I don’t see 
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why they can’t do the same.  It’s just plain rude to ignore me like I’m not even good 
enough for their eye contact.” 
“You shouldn’t worry about it so much,” Anna tried to comfort her.  “They’re not 
worth it—they’ve never been worth it.” 
“I know, it’s just that I kept hoping they would get nicer as the year went on, but 
they still just don’t seem to like me.  For no reason.  It’s crazy.  How can anyone just 
decide that someone isn’t their friend?  Don’t they have to know me first?  They don’t 
know me.  They don’t know any of us.  What is their problem?  So I didn’t go to their 
high school, so I wasn’t in their orientation group, can’t they at least try to be friends with 
people who are different from them?” 
“Jacey, at this point, would you even want to be friends with them if they let 
you?”  Jacey was silent, and Anna took that as a no.  “They just showed their true colors 
early on, and what ugly true colors they turned out to be.”   
“Yeah…I guess you have a point.”  The anger had been taken out of Jacey’s 
voice, and Anna was thoroughly proud of her skills of diffusion.  The two of them were 
sitting on the steps to the library, finishing the cups of frozen yogurt they had purchased 
from the dining hall, while they waited for the others to get out of class.  They had all 
made plans to meet up outside the main auditorium so they could attend the performance 
of one of the many a cappella groups on campus.  Their meeting time hadn’t been 
designated until 4:30, but Jacey and Anna had been let out of their freshman writing 
seminar early, and were looking for ways to pass the time. 
“So how is everything else going?”  Anna inquired, already sick of the Melinda 
topic, since it was all any of them had been talking about for the past two days. 
“Good,” Jacey replied in a mostly-convincing tone. “They’re good.  I mean, 
classes are a pain in the ass, as usual, but everything else is fine.” 
“You and Sarah seem to be getting along pretty well,” Anna broached what she 
hoped would be an interesting topic.  She wasn’t sure if Jacey would admit to it, but Anna 
was sure she had picked up on some tension between the two roommates lately.  At 
dinner the night before, Jacey and Sarah had shown up separately, and weren’t as friendly 
to each other as usual.  Nobody else seemed to have picked up on it, and maybe Anna was 
reading into things, but she was hopeful Jacey would have something to share, now that 
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they were alone.  She was lucky.  Jacey hesitated, and then began with an air of 
uncertainty. 
“Yeah, she’s great, it’s just…” 
“Just what?” 
“Well she’s just kind of loud.”  Jacey’s face immediately turned red, and she 
quickly made excuses for her complaint.  “I mean, don’t get me wrong, she’s my 
roommate and I love her, but I really can’t work or sleep with someone talking to me all 
the time.  It’s like my work doesn’t matter to her or something.  It always has to be about 
her.” 
“Wow…” Anna tried to hide her interest in the situation.  To her, gossip was more 
interesting than TV, but she didn’t want to come across as crass.  “You seem to be such 
good friends.” 
 “No, no, we are,” Jacey hurriedly assured, “I mean, we barely ever fight—in fact, 
we never fight.  We’re not fighting right now, we’re just…I don’t know.  I can’t shake the 
feeling that she’s semi-annoyed with me, and I know I can’t hide the fact that I’m semi-
annoyed with her.”  She sighed again, and seemed to lose faith in what she was saying.  
“These are all just unspoken problems.  I’m probably overreacting—it’s really nothing.  
Forget I ever mentioned it.  It’s just something that’s been grating on my nerves for the 
past few weeks and I needed to get it off my chest.” 
“I think we all need a little vacation.” 
“Yeah, it’s just tough to live in such close quarters with people for so long.  It’ll 
be better after Thanksgiving.”  Anna couldn’t tell whom Jacey was trying to reassure with 
that statement, or if she even really believed it, but she mumbled some form of agreement 
and suggested that they head off to the show. 
KKKKKKK 
Later, after they met up with the other girls, Anna nodded along when the subject 
of Melinda was again brought up for rehashing.  Determined not to admit that she’d 
temporarily forgotten about Melinda’s existence—she had been, after all, preoccupied 
with her presidential duties—Anna periodically reworded Jacey’s complaints from that 
afternoon and presented them as her own.  Everyone else was too worked up by the topic 
to notice that Anna was being anything but genuine, and they were all quick to agree with 
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her statements. Anna loved it.  Even though she felt little personal malice towards 
Melinda anymore, it was her firm belief that there was nothing better for bringing people 
closer than channeling communal anger towards one specific cause.  Plus, having people 
agree with her so whole-heartedly made Anna feel good, no matter what the agreement 
was about.  She was just about to launch into another, very repetitive rant on the 
importance of treating neighbors with respect, when out of the corner of her eye she saw 
good-natured Caitlin sigh and look away.  Anna wasn’t sure if it had been directed at her 
or the group in general, but she quickly let her thought peter out and asked Caitlin what 
was wrong. 
“I just feel kind of badly bitching about them so much.  Everyone has a right to 
pick their own friends, and I don’t think we should fault them for it.”  Wow.  How had 
they missed the fact that Caitlin was neutral on a subject they had been talking about for 
nearly four days? Anna didn’t know what to say.  She wasn’t mad at Caitlin, although 
she did feel somewhat betrayed that her friend hadn’t jumped on the bandwagon with the 
rest of them.  Her annoyance was accompanied, and perhaps fueled, by her own sense of 
guilt that she herself hadn’t remained neutral on the situation even though it was 
completely in her power to do so.  The other girls seemed to experience the same sense of 
embarrassment, and from that point on they were careful not to complain about Melinda 
too harshly in Caitlin’s presence. 
KKKKKKK 
Although the girls refrained from carping about Melinda around Caitlin, in no way 
did they stop carping altogether.  In fact, now that the group knew each other better, they 
were all comfortable going to one another with sensitive information—or perhaps more 
accurately, complaints—about their fellow friends.  With Thanksgiving fast approaching, 
the girls became cattier than ever, finding fault with nearly everything and everyone, and 
wasting no opportunity to vocalize their harsh opinions.  As a general rule, Anna tried not 
to do anything that would disappoint her mother, but when it came to talking about other 
people behind their backs, she just couldn’t help it.  She knew it wasn’t very nice; she 
knew it could get her into trouble someday; but still she couldn’t will herself to stop.  She 
was fairly trustworthy and a good listener, so her friends regularly came to her for advice 
or to vent.  In the last few weeks before the short break, Anna heard from all of her 
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friends—good-natured Caitlin excluded, of course.  There was nothing too serious or 
mean-spirited, and more often than not the situation had resolved itself within a few hours 
of the discussion.  It was usually just tiny annoyances that roommates or close friends felt 
they had to get off their chest so as not to go insane.  Nine times out of ten, their rants 
were preceded with the words “she’s my friend/roommate and I love her, but…” to take 
the edge off of whatever came next. 
Nevertheless, the girls let nothing pass without a comment—inevitably vocalized 
to Anna.  Anna loved that people came to her with their issues, even though, for the sake 
of appearances, she pretended it was a burden.  She would sigh and put on a serious face 
as she listened to the latest crisis of inconsiderate roommates, while inside she was 
secretly thrilled to be trusted.  After the complainer had exhausted her material exposing 
the complanee, Anna would play the devil’s advocate, asking pointed questions to make 
her friends justify their positions in new ways.  She could usually see where their rant was 
going early on, but would withhold her look of shock and appall until the main point had 
been revealed—that way, whomever she was listening to felt as though her claim had a 
valid base.  Furthermore, Anna was always sure to highlight her response with a tone of 
agreement, no matter how ridiculous the claims were or how much she sympathized with 
the other side.  It reminded whomever she was listening to why they she had come to 
Anna in the first place, and usually caused her to come back again and again.  In short, it 
solidified Anna’s unofficial, yet much-enjoyed position as confidant of the group.  She 
loved being someone other people turned to for help, even if it was only informally. 
KKKKKKK 
More than once it crossed Anna’s mind that if her friends were as catty as they 
seemed to be, it was entirely possible that they talked about her behind her back as well.  
At first she dismissed the idea as inconceivable—after all, to whom would they complain 
if not her?  The one or two times she did allow herself to think of others disliking her, she 
couldn’t even picture what they would be complaining about. As the hall president, she 
felt invincible.  Certainly she must have been doing something right to be elected to office 
in the first place.  Plus—she would never say this out loud—but as the president she sort 
of believed that she should be held to a different standard than everybody else.  It wasn’t 
as though she thought she could respond to any complaint about her with “so what, I’m 
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the president” but she did think that she should get a few extra brownie points for being 
the group celebrity.  There were probably loads of other residents who would be happy to 
call themselves friends of the hall president.  Her face was on the bulletin board in the 
main entranceway, for Pete’s sake.  It was this vain self-assurance that made Anna so 
unprepared for when the inevitable did finally happen. 
 Anna had been at her afternoon political science class that usually ran until 4:30, 
but had left the lecture early as she felt a migraine coming on.  When she got back to 
Fitzroy Third, she stopped briefly at Jacey and Sarah’s room to see if she could borrow 
some Excedrin, but there was no answer, so she continued on to her own room.  She 
reached her hand out to punch in the key code, but stopped abruptly when she thought she 
heard her name from inside the room.  She held her breath for a second, as if whoever 
was inside could sense her breathing, and listened intently.  Anna’s earlier assumptions 
that nobody could have anything bad to say about her were quickly disproved to the point 
of obliteration, as nearly all of her friends seemed to be in her room with something 
negative to say about her.  Anna wasn’t sure she should listen to it, but she could bring 
herself to neither enter the room nor walk away, so she stayed poised at the keypad, 
waiting for the worst. 
 “I know what you mean about the president thing, though” either Sarah or Joanne 
was saying.  “It’s not like she has—or deserves—any real power.  But the way she talks 
about it, you’d think she was God or something.” 
 “Well, I wouldn’t go that far,” Jacey started to defend, “but she does have some 
serious ego problems when it comes to who’s in charge.” 
 “I’m telling you, it’s because she’s a youngest child.”  Anna couldn’t tell from the 
voice, but she was fairly certain it was Sarah.  “She grew up in someone else’s limelight, 
and now that she has a chance to be her own person, she’s going nuts with the freedom.  It 
makes perfect sense:  she’s trying to be everyone’s big sister.” 
 Had Anna been more removed from the situation, she might have been able to 
appreciate Sarah’s fairly accurate analysis, but as it was, she was deeply offended. 
 “Well I don’t need a big sister,” an angry voice cut it.  “And I’m sick of her 
talking to me like she knows more about everything than I do.  It’s so patronizing.  So she 
grew up around here, so she knows the school well, so what?  That doesn’t make her the 
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boss of me!”  There was some chuckling from inside the room at the voice’s juvenile 
exclamation.  Anna was glad that the tone of the situation wasn’t too serious to exclude 
laughter, but she also knew they wouldn’t be making jokes to break the nervous tension 
unless there was nervous tension to begin with. 
 Well I think it’s kind of sad,” said a voice that clearly belonged to Liz.  Anna had 
been wondering when she’d jump in.  “I mean, she’s my roommate and I love her, but I 
really can’t take her obsessing any more.  I think it’s great that she’s the president, and I 
really love being her roommate, but if she asks me one more time about our meetings 
with Jackie, I’m going to scream.  She’s so paranoid about them it’s almost pathetic.”  
Anna felt her eyes water as Liz continued.  “It’s like she’s so obsessed with being in 
control that the thought of something big and important happening without her is pure 
torture.  She wants to be omnipresent and omnipotent, but that’s just not possible for a 
college student.”  Someone inside muttered something about a “God complex” but Liz 
continued talking as though there had been no interruption.  “Did I tell you guys what she 
said to me after the first meeting?”  The question was rhetorical, but Liz paused as if there 
were some chance she wouldn’t tell the story if they’d all heard it before.  No one said 
anything—perhaps they were nodding—and Liz answered her own question. “She asked 
me if she could come to one of our next meetings.”  At least one person inside the room 
hadn’t heard the story, and Anna felt her face blush as the exclamations of surprise and 
disgust echoed through the door. 
 “That’s what I mean by sad,” Liz finished over the din. 
 “She actually asked to come?!  That’s ridiculous!  What did you say?!” 
 “I gave her a look, and she tried to play it all off as a joke, but I could tell she was 
serious.  I just wanted to shake her and yell ‘you can’t be in charge of everything’ until 
she got it through her head.” 
 “I don’t think she’s capable of getting it through her head.” 
 Anna could no longer recognize the voices, but she had heard enough.  She felt 
lost and off-balance, as if there was no longer any certainty in her life.  Her head 
pounding, she shook her backpack to give them a forewarning of her arrival, and then 
keyed herself into the room. 
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“Hi, Anna, you’re back early,” Liz spoke up from a sea of surprised and guilty 
faces.  Anna looked around the room, and realized that if she hadn’t known for a fact that 
they had just been bitching about her, she probably wouldn’t have picked up on their 
ashamed expressions right now.  My God…how many times have they gotten away with 
this before? 
“I had a headache, so I left early.”  She tried not to give away her disgust. 
 “Awww…would you like some Excedrin?”  Jacey asked in a friendly voice.  She 
meant well, but after everything Anna had just heard, she was insulted by the hypocrisy of 
it all.  If it was hypocrisy.  Anna didn’t even know if she could tell when Jacey or any of 
them were being sincere anymore.  She let out an exasperated sigh, refused the 
medication, and lay down on the half of her bed that wasn’t already occupied by one of 
her backstabbing friends. 
 “I think I’m just going to take a nap,” she said, by way of a hint. 
 “Yeah, we should probably be going anyway,” Sarah said, standing up. 
 “I’m supposed to go help Caitlin with her laundry,” Joanne agreed, and Anna 
noticed for the first time that Caitlin wasn’t there.  She was meditating on the fact that 
Caitlin could very well be her only friend left as the girls bid their final farewells and 
made for the door. 
 “See you at dinner,” Jacey said, not waiting for an answer because it had not been 
a question. 
 “Oh I don’t think I’ll be hungry,” Anna quickly mentioned, trying to sound as ill 
as possible. 
 “Oh…okay.”  Jacey sounded uncertain, and gave Liz a worried glance that Anna 
was probably not supposed to see.  “Well I hope you feel better, Anna.  Liz, we’ll see you 
later.”  She closed the door softly, and for a moment there was silence in the room.  Liz 
was clearly concerned about her roommate, but Anna was unwilling to make her feel at 
ease.  She waited for Liz to break the silence. 
 “Are you okay?”  Timid, but possibly genuine. 
 In what sense of the word?! Anna wanted to scream.  Instead, she settled for an “I 
don’t feel well”—exaggerating her physical symptoms to cover up her emotional ones.  
She couldn’t deal with Liz finding out what had happened.  Not yet. 
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“Can I get you anything?”  Liz was worried.  Anna didn’t care. 
 “No, I’ll be fine,” she lied, and turned her back to her roommate.  She was way 
too upset to actually sleep, but she lay still and regulated her breathing in the hopes that 
Liz would believe she wasn’t. 
 How could they do this to me? It didn’t matter to her that she had had numerous 
conversations of a similar nature about them in the past weeks.  This was different.  This 
was personal. She replayed the conversation in her head over and over again until she 
could no longer remember the actual tones or wordings, only her own angry 
exaggerations.  Now what?  This changes everything. Maybe she didn’t have friends at 
school.  Maybe it was all a ruse.  Maybe she was the laughingstock of Fitzroy Hall.  Oh 
God, she was.  She was the laughing stock of Fitzroy Hall.  This was terrible.  She felt her 
eyes well up with tears again, and she squeezed them shut, willing herself to calm down.  
She could hear Liz moving quietly throughout the room—first flipping through notes, and 
then typing on her computer.  I bet she’s talking about me, Anna thought instinctively, 
and hated Liz for it.  Her roommate was clearly making every effort to be silent, either 
because she believed the migraine story or because she knew she’d been caught and no 
longer felt worthy of making noise in their shared room.  Probably the migraine thing,
Anna thought, refusing to give Liz any credit for her silence. 
 She was still fuming on her bed in mock unconsciousness when Liz left for dinner 
two hours later.  She heard the latch click and the footsteps disappear, and still she didn’t 
move.  She had nowhere to move to.  It was almost certain that they were talking about 
her right now in the dining hall, grilling Liz.  Does she know?  Is she mad?  Could she 
have heard?  She couldn’t have heard.  Wait, could she have? Anna hoped they were as 
uncomfortable as possible.  Maybe that would give her some form of retribution. 
 She must have fallen asleep in her anger, however, because the next thing she 
became aware of was waking up some time after 2AM still in her jeans.  Liz had returned 
silently and was asleep on her own side of the room.  It took Anna a few minutes to 
remember why she was so upset, but when she did, her anger was renewed to its full 
strength of the afternoon.  It was several hours before she was able to calm herself down 
and fall back asleep. 
KKKKKKK 
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The next few days were especially difficult for Anna, and she spent many hours in 
the library avoiding her friends.  Everyone assumed that she just had a busy week 
academically—or at least she hoped that’s what they assumed—but by Thursday she had 
run out of work to do.  She spent a lot of time zoning out over her textbooks and wasting 
time online.  When it got to the point where she created a new secret screen name to read 
everybody’s away messages without them knowing it, she knew she had a problem.  She 
didn’t want to be one of those people who only had fake friends, but that was certainly 
how she was behaving.  She would show up to the dinners on time, listen intently, 
contribute very little, and then make excuses to leave early.  At this point, she knew they 
must have noticed that something was wrong, but she didn’t care.  She was avoiding 
everybody now—even Caitlin.  She reacted to this disaster in the same way she reacted to 
all of her problems—by thinking about how it affects her. Maybe it was her narcissism 
that blinded her, but she was having difficulty relating to the fact that her friends weren’t 
reacting in the same, Anna-centered way. 
Once or twice it occurred to her that maybe she was overreacting to something 
that she knew wasn’t meant to be hurtful, but the anger always overrode any rationality 
she might have had, and no one was forgiven.  Luckily, Thanksgiving break was fast 
approaching, and Anna would soon be away from this torture.  She was expected to be in 
class on Monday and Tuesday, but after that she had five days off in a row, and she fully 
intended to go home.  On Friday, however, she found out that two of her classes the next 
week had been cancelled by the professor, and the third had been made optional.  She let 
her mind wander to the possibility of going home early, and by the time her class finally 
let out, she was thoroughly committed to the idea.  Her mother wasn’t coming to pick her 
up until Tuesday, but with public transportation, she could take a commuter train to 
within two miles of her house and walk the rest of the way.  It was perfect.  She’d tell 
everyone it was a surprise, and avoid her friends while getting credit for being a good 
daughter.   
Anna was so excited by her plan that she forgot that Liz had a late class on 
Fridays—she wouldn’t see her again until after the break, although they were supposed to 
be having dinner together that night.  Packing her bags in the empty room, she thought 
through several drafts of a note to leave for her roommate.  She finally settled for a 
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passive-aggressive, yet informative letter explaining her plan and wishing Liz a happy 
Thanksgiving. 
 
Dear Liz, 
As you can see, I went home early for Thanksgiving break.  Most 
of my classes for next week have been cancelled, and I didn’t see 
any point in staying here when I could be in a happier, more 
relaxed environment.  So have a nice weekend, good luck with 
classes, and I’ll see you after the holiday. 
Happy Thanksgiving, 
Anna 
She folded the letter in thirds, wrote Liz’s name on the front, and left it on her bed.  
Then, taking her things, she walked down the hallway without stopping at anyone’s door, 
and made her way to the train. 
KKKKKKK 
Anna’s family was indeed surprised to see her, but they were visibly suspicious of 
her motives for coming home so early.  When she walked in the door on Friday night, a 
little sweatier after the walk than she would have liked—oh, to be a gym person!—her 
mother screamed at the sight.  Anna tried to put on her happiest face, but once the initial 
hellos were over and the questions began, she was no longer able to hide her sadness. She 
still lied, however, despite knowing how unconvincing her words actually sounded.  Her 
parents pressured her—subtly, of course—several times throughout the week, but to no 
avail.  David tried, somewhat less-subtly, to get the story on more than one occasion, but 
Anna didn’t feel like talking to anybody.  A shift had taken place.  In the past, David 
would have been the first person she’d have confided in, telling him the whole story 
before he even knew something was wrong.  College had changed things.  There was very 
little she felt David could teach her anymore.  She was an adult.  An adult with her own 
problems and, she believed, her own solutions. 
 Thanksgiving went by quickly, but not without irritation, and by the time Anna 
was supposed to return to school she was relieved that it was time to go. 
KKKKKKK 
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Walking into her dorm on Sunday afternoon, Anna was surprised at how 
comfortable she felt.  The time away had been exactly what she needed, and when she did 
eventually see her friends, she felt little or no animosity towards them.  Liz, acutely 
conscious of Anna’s odd behavior and abrupt departure from the week before, was at first 
wary of Anna, and quiet upon her return.  After several minutes of Liz acting as if she 
were treading on eggshells around her roommate, Anna started to feel badly about 
treating her so coldly, and, in an effort to move on, engaged her in an overly-friendly 
conversation.  She asked Liz specific questions about her holiday; quoted the movie Mean 
Girls when Liz said she’d gone to Madison; and asked thoughtful questions to 
demonstrate that she was listening.  It felt a little forced at first, but after a few minutes, 
Anna started to remember how much she liked getting along with her roommate, and 
lightened up.  She was having such a good time that when some of the other girls arrived, 
the first thought to come to Anna’s mind wasn’t about their betrayal. 
 Anna, Liz, Joanne, and Sarah sat around Anna’s room for nearly two hours that 
day, recounting their individual Thanksgivings, and occasionally peppering the 
conversation with memorable stories of past celebrations. 
 “This one year, my uncle decided to deep-fry the turkey in his front yard,” Sarah 
claimed, her hands poised for whatever wild gesticulation the story required.  “Anyway, 
he gets this huge turkey and puts it into the bubbling vat of oil—” everyone, Anna 
included, laughed at the description, “but he had put too much oil in for such a big bird, 
and the thing starts boiling over onto the open flame below the vat.  The next thing we 
know, the whole damn thing is on fire, and we had to use the emergency fire extinguisher 
to put it out.  Once the fire was out, we ordered a pizza.” 
 “Wow, that’s so dangerous,” Anna contributed to a conversation for the first time 
since the incident.  “I’ve heard of that happening before where it burns a whole house 
down.” 
 “Oh they’re dangerous all right,” Sarah concurred, “what else do you expect from 
a contraption that looks like a turkey launcher?” 
 “What looks like a turkey launcher?” Jacey asked as she walked through the 
propped open door. 
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“Hey! You’re back!” Sarah gave her roommate a hug.  “That’s almost all of us.  Is 
Caitlin back yet?” 
 “Oh she got back yesterday,” answered Joanne.  “She’s just across the hall talking 
to Lauren and Hailey.”  Anna snorted—she thought it was a joke. 
 “Wait…what?”  She couldn’t even form into words what was so disconcerting 
about that. 
 “Oh, you might not have noticed because you were so busy last week, but 
Caitlin’s been spending a lot of time over there lately—she’s trying to get the two girls to 
get along.” 
 “What?!”  Anna was shocked.  Lauren and Hailey were her pet project.  “I can’t 
believe nobody told me that!” 
 “Well Caitlin’s been trying to keep it kind of quiet. She thinks the girls will have a 
better chance of getting along if they don’t feel like the whole hall is watching them.” 
 “Wow…” Anna was speechless—almost.  “So has she made much progress?” 
 “I think it looks promising,” Joanne responded.  “I mean, nothing is going to 
magically fix those two, but this time they seem to be making real progress. 
 “Well, does she need any help?”  Anna didn’t want to sound too pushy, now that 
she knew what people said about her behind her back, but the idea of something this close 
to her happening without her made her sick. 
 “I don’t know,” Joanne looked slightly annoyed.  “You’d have to ask Caitlin.  She 
really doesn’t talk about it much—you know, keeping it secret.” 
 Anna nodded to show she understood, and then let the conversation move on to 
more neutral topics.  She, however, began devising a plan of action to get in on the 
Hailey-Lauren-Caitlin talks. 
KKKKKKK 
It turned out that Anna didn’t need an elaborate plan of action to get in on 
anything.  Caitlin was such a sweetheart that Anna didn’t even have to break out the job 
title to convince her.  Caitlin either really wanted the help, or really couldn’t say no to her 
hall president/good friend.  Either way, Anna was in on the talks now, which was all that 
was important to her. 
59
“Wow, Anna, you’re such a good egg for wanting to help out your fellow hall-
mates,” Caitlin gushed when Anna informed her of her interest.  Anna started to tell her 
that it was all part of her job description as president, but quickly realized it might be out 
of line. 
 “Hey, you’re helping too,” she finally responded, hoping to be more neutral.  
Caitlin blushed at the subtle compliment, and launched into a brief disclaimer. 
 “Just for the record, though, I don’t think we should tell Lauren and Hailey that 
we think we’re ‘helping’ them.  I don’t know what the other girls said to you about what 
I’ve been doing, but you really can’t call it anything other than hanging out with them.  
It’s just that I’ve noticed that they fight a lot less when they know someone else is 
watching.  I don’t know if that means they’re doing it to get attention, or what, but I just 
go there so that they can spend some time talking civilly in each other’s presence.  
Okay?” 
 “Okay,” Anna readily agreed.  Her idea for helping the two girls had been a bit 
less subtle, and she still thought the best way to work things out would be to sit them 
down and confront them as a hall.  Whatever Caitlin had been doing seemed to be 
working, however, and Anna wasn’t in the position to make her change things.  At this 
point she was just happy to be involved.  “So what do you say to them when you go over 
there?” she asked, trying to get a feel for the situation. 
 “The same things I say when I go over anywhere.  I pretty much just consider 
them my friends now.  I mean, they’re not as good of friends to me as you guys, but I 
really just go over there and talk to both of them.  Sometimes we’ll bring up the problems 
they’ve been having, but not always.” 
 “I see,” Anna said, still secretly skeptical of Caitlin’s plans.  Regardless, she made 
arrangements with her to go “hang out” across the hall after dinner on Tuesday. 
KKKKKKK 
When they knocked on the door two days later, it took so long for anyone to open 
it that Anna was ready to give up hope.  Eventually, after a rustling and the shuffling steps 
of slippers heading towards them, the door was opened.  Lauren stood there, looking 
somewhat less-angry than usual, and beckoned the two to come in.  She didn’t seem too 
surprised at Anna’s presence, and even refrained from commenting on it.  When they 
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stepped into the room, Anna saw the foot-printed remains of the masking tape-divider she 
had placed down nearly three months ago.  The meaning of the line seemed to have 
disappeared with its novelty, as Lauren’s books and folders were stacked in a pile that 
leaned precariously close to her roommate’s side.  Hailey was sitting on her own bed, 
looking unhappy, yet hopeful, as Caitlin sat down on the floor. 
 “Hey guys,” she greeted, totally at ease.  “Do you remember Anna?  She lives 
across the hall from you.”  Lauren and Hailey both grunted some sort of affirmative 
response, and Caitlin continued.  “Anyway, she and I were just hanging out tonight, and I 
told her we should go see what you guys were up to.  How’s the studying going?” 
 “Well I’m virtually positive that I’m going to fail my Arabic final,” Hailey 
answered, still seemingly sad, “but once you get past that initial disappointment, it really 
isn’t that bad.” 
 “Yeah, I’m kind of struggling with my finals, too.” Lauren agreed with Hailey, for 
what Anna was convinced must be the first time ever.  “I just can’t wait for them all to be 
over.  I can’t wait for Christmas.” 
 “Yeah, me neither,” Caitlin concurred.  “They put so much pressure on us to learn 
all of this material that I can’t imagine anyone doing well.” 
 Anna hadn’t exactly been prepared for some sort of diplomatic bargaining table, 
but was she was pretty surprised at the informality of the “proceedings.”  They weren’t 
even talking about their major problems, and Hailey was wearing pajamas.  Weird.  Anna 
had to constantly remind herself that just because it wasn’t what she would have picked as 
a negotiation, it did appear to be working.  The girls weren’t even bickering anymore—on 
the contrary, they seemed to be in agreement about some things.  Taking her cue from 
Caitlin, Anna tried to contribute to the conversation. 
 “Can you guys believe that my freshman writing class has both a final project and
a final exam?  I mean, come on. This is the same class that gave us two midterm exams.  
I think someone needs to have a serious talk with that professor about the definition of the 
words ‘midterm’ and ‘final.’” 
 “Oh, yeah, I have a class that gave me two midterms this semester,” Lauren 
continued Anna’s complaint, “What do they think the word ‘midterm’ means? ‘Bi-
termly’?  I don’t think so.  ‘Mid’ means ‘middle’ and there can only be one middle for 
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each term.  If they want to have more than one of them, they need to call it something 
else.” 
 Anna was basking in the satisfaction of having Lauren agree with her when the 
unfathomable happened.  Hailey agreed with her too.  Granted, Anna had already seen the 
two agree on something minutes before, but this was the first time it was directed at 
something she had said. 
 “Seriously, I wonder if we have grounds to lodge an official complaint.” 
 “We probably do,” Anna laughed, too excited over the agreement to think through 
a more involved answer.  This was amazing.  The girls spent several more minutes talking 
about classes and finals before the conversation worked its way around to textbooks, and 
consequently, Lauren’s textbooks that were encroaching on Hailey’s side of the room.  
The atmosphere of the group was too relaxed to cause either of them to get truly angry, 
but Anna could tell that Hailey was really upset about the situation, so she decided to say 
something.  Caitlin beat her to it, though, subtly hinting that Lauren should move her 
books without outwardly criticizing her. 
 “The first week of school, I left a stack of DVDs on Joanne’s desk, and completely 
forgot about them.  She never said anything about it, but when I finally remembered about 
two weeks later, she was kind of pissy to me about it.  I don’t even know why—she could 
have said something if she wanted to.  Anyway, I was watching one of them the other 
day, and the bottom was all scratched up.  I guess she had used the DVDs while they were 
on her desk, and accidentally damaged them.  I can’t even really blame her for it, since I 
left them there for so long.  It’s not like I can tell her not to use things I stored on her side 
of the room.” 
 Anna wondered if Caitlin had made that story up on the spot.  It certainly didn’t 
seem familiar to her.  Maybe it was an over-exaggeration of something similar that had 
happened on a nicer scale.  Either way, Anna thought it proved an important point to the 
girls, even if it was a bit obvious.  Hailey and Lauren must have appreciated the moral as 
well, since by the time Caitlin and Anna left, Lauren was begrudgingly moving some of 
her own things back to her side of the room. 
During the three weeks between Thanksgiving and Christmas, the four girls met 
together nearly a dozen times, always without specifically declaring their intentions.  
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After the first few meetings they began congregating in Anna’s room across the hall—no 
one knew why. 
Anna knew that it was a group effort—a group in which she had probably played 
the smallest part—but she was so excited about the progress they were making that she 
couldn’t help feeling proud.  She began talking about it regularly, almost always giving 
herself slightly more credit than was due.  She knew that this was what had gotten her 
into trouble the first time around, but the closer they got to the end of the semester, the 
less she began to care.  So what if they think I’m full of it?  I’m the president!  This is just 
who I am.  If they don’t want to be friends with someone who has a healthy self-esteem, 
then they don’t have to be.  That’s their problem. 
Anna kept this newfound-old-attitude in mind whenever she talked about the 
situation across the hall, and entered her exams with a self-confidence that now radiated 
through all aspects of her life.  The final exam period dragged on slightly longer than she 
had envisioned it ever lasting, but even so, she was soon packing up her bags and heading 
home for the month-long winter holidays. 
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Part Four: A Rwandan Injustice 
No snowflake in an avalanche 
ever feels responsible. 
~George Burns 
 
Winter break went by as quickly as a vacation can be expected to pass, and before 
Anna knew it, she was packing her bags to again move into Fitzroy Hall.  She didn’t mind 
the transition much—she felt that she had changed beyond the point of being able to 
return to her former life at home.  She was more self-confident, proud, and out-spoken 
than ever before, and she felt out of place with her family.  She found herself yearning to 
return to school, where her power awaited her, despite its mixed bag of outcomes. 
The elation of returning to the independent and fast-paced lifestyle to which she 
had become accustomed was quickly overshadowed, however, by the class-work and 
stress that went with it.  The girls of Fitzroy Third were quickly pulled into the hassle of 
new classes and dwindling motivations.  It was the general consensus that finals had only 
just ended, and that the university was cruel to expect them to return to work so soon.  It 
didn’t help matters that the weather reflected January at its finest, and more than once the 
girls bemoaned the fact that they had the “January Blues.” 
“This is ridiculous,” exclaimed Joanne, throwing her pencil down onto their table 
in the Fitzroy study lounge.  I barely handed in my 20-page final paper a month ago, and 
now they want me to start a 10-page analysis of Dante’s Inferno? I don’t think so.  I need 
a freaking break before I start something like that.” 
“You mean like the one we just had?” Anna said, knowing Joanne was just being 
facetious. 
64
“Yeah, sorta like that.”  Joanne picked up her pencil and turned back to her 
notebook in a huff. 
Wow, thought Anna.  Was it something I said? She couldn’t tell if she were 
simply imagining the tension, or if Joanne was actually annoyed with her for pointing out 
the obvious.  I must be imagining it, she finally decided. It’s way too early in the 
semester for there to be tension again. Just in case, though, she kept her comments to a 
minimum for the rest of their study session. 
KKKKKKK 
Everybody’s mood was so hampered by the weather that it was not uncommon for 
their regular dinner meetings to be missing a member or two.  It wasn’t that people 
couldn’t find time in the midst of their busy academic schedules to eat, it was just that 
they found little desire to drag themselves from the warmth of their study-nests to trudge 
through the perpetual cold to eat mediocre food.  More than once, Anna herself even 
chose to forgo the social allure of the dining hall in favor of a bowl of cheerios alone in 
her room.  Sometimes it was just easier to be aloof. 
The antisocial trend became so pronounced that by the end of January, Jackie felt 
the need to do something.  When her normal approach of smiling and acting perky failed, 
she suggested that the girls find something to celebrate.  As no one’s birthday was in the 
near future—at least no one in their immediate circle—the girls focused their attentions 
on the forthcoming Superbowl. 
No one in Anna’s group of friends was a football fan, per se, but a few of them 
didn’t hate it, and all of them needed an excuse to blow off some steam.  That much being 
agreed upon, they decided to meet in Anna and Liz’s room on the afternoon of the game 
to relax and eat hors d’oeuvres.  
The prospect of something fun to look forward to was just what the gloomy 
friends needed, and in the days preceding the party they were all nearly restored to the 
cheerfulness of the previous semester. 
As with their Columbus Day weekend movie night, they decided that it was best 
to limit their plans to the select six in their group of friends, plus Hailey and Lauren.  
They were still on uneasy terms with Melinda and her friends at the end of the hall, and 
no one even remembered to suggest the girl in the single as a possibility. 
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KKKKKKK 
When the day of the party finally arrived, Anna and Liz were too excited to get 
anything else accomplished.  Luckily, they had worked dutifully the day before in 
anticipation of such a lack of productivity. 
After Liz’s morning trip to the gym, the two girls went to the grocery store 
together in a show of roommate fidelity, and compulsively bought over $20 worth of 
nutritionless snacks.  It wasn’t until they were in the checkout line that they realized that 
they had a wider variety of potato chips than partygoers. 
“Oh well,” Anna concluded indifferently.  “I guess we can always keep them for 
later.” 
“Yeah, it’ll be a good excuse to have another party later on.  So do you want to 
check out half and half, or should we just split the bill later?” 
“Oh, crap!” Anna exclaimed, hoping she sounded convincing.  “I forgot I took my 
credit card out to buy some stuff on eBay yesterday, and I don’t think I put it back in my 
wallet.”  She flipped open her purse to check in front of Liz, lest there be any doubts on 
her part, and added sheepishly, “yeah, it’s not here.  And I have no cash.  I’m sorry.”  
Anna hoped Liz would accept her story without questions.  It wasn’t a lie, not at all, but 
she had remembered her missing credit card earlier, when it was still possible to turn 
back.  She wasn’t sure if it was laziness or apathy that caused her to hide it until later, but 
either way she hoped Liz wouldn’t suspect anything. 
“Don’t worry about it, I’ll just get this and you can pay me back later.” 
“Yeah, I’ll take some money out when we get back to campus.” Anna just wanted 
to end the conversation. 
“It’s not that big of a deal—I do know where you live.” 
“That’s true,” Anna joked, “I hope you don’t break thumbs.” 
Liz smiled a half-smile, and Anna couldn’t tell if she was tired or annoyed.  It’s 
really not that big of a deal, she reassured herself. Liz had offered to split the bill later 
anyway.  Besides, if the shoe had been on the other foot, I probably wouldn’t have 
thought twice about covering for Liz—I always help people when they need something.  
Regardless, there was a brief awkward silence between the two girls while Liz 
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internalized the situation, dealt with it, and moved on.  Minutes later, while they were still 
waiting in line, Liz brightened up and appeared to have forgiven her roommate. 
“So what did you buy on eBay?” she asked in her typical friendly manner. 
“Oh it’s so cool,” Anna exclaimed, thoroughly inspired by the question.  “I’ve 
started collecting these antique campaign buttons from old presidential elections.  So far 
I’ve got a Clinton, two Kennedys, and an FDR.  I tried to bid on a Herbert Hoover, but I 
lost the auction at the last minute.” 
“Wow…” said Liz, trying to feign interest at the very specialized hobby. 
“Yeah,” Anna continued, not picking up on Liz’s disinterest.  “It’s really cool—I 
bet they’ll really be worth something someday.  It’s just a little tricky because you never 
know if you’re getting something authentic online.” 
Lacking a response, Liz nodded and smiled.  “I used to collect pennies,” she 
finally offered, as a point of interest. 
“Wow, that sounds like fun,” Anna answered before continuing with the problems 
of her own hobby.  “The one thing that really pisses me off is that I’ve bought three pins 
from this guy in Minnesota, and he refuses to ship them together, so I have to pay extra 
shipping fees for each one.  It really adds up.” 
“That’s why eBay is so unreliable,” Liz tried to agree, in an attempt to muster up 
the interest to continue the conversation. 
Anna opened her mouth to defend the website, but at that moment the cashier 
finished ringing them up and it was time to pay. 
“Hey, thanks again for covering for me,” Anna said as Liz handed over two crisp 
$10 bills.  Liz didn’t respond, but gave a weak smile, and Anna accepted it without 
question. 
KKKKKKK 
The girls had clearly not been alone in their idea of a Superbowl party.  By the 
time Anna and Liz returned to campus, they had passed quite a few college students 
carrying heavy loads from the grocery and liquor stores. 
The atmosphere of Fitzroy Hall was one of excitement and anticipation.  People 
who actually had an interest in who won the game sported their respective team’s jerseys 
and penned disparaging remarks on the opposing fans’ whiteboards in the hallway. 
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Anna and Liz set up their room for the party in silence while waiting for the other 
girls to arrive.  It didn’t occur to Anna that Liz might be slightly irritated with her, much 
less truly angry, so she was somewhat taken aback by the transformation of her 
roommate’s demeanor with the arrival of Jacey and Sarah.  Carrying three boxes of pizza, 
Jacey set their contribution down on Liz’s trunk, which had been moved to the center of 
the room for that express purpose.  The new arrivals’ offers of help were politely declined 
by Liz, and they settled themselves on the open beds to watch the preparations.  The 
conversation soon drifted to a ski trip that was being planned for the residents from out of 
state the next weekend.  Anna secretly thought it was ridiculous to be planning events to 
make select students feel welcome at a school they had attended for four months, but 
remembering what had been said about her behind her back last semester, she kept her 
mouth shut. 
“I’m just worried because I’ve never skied before,” confessed Jacey.  “I don’t 
think I’ll be able to do it.  I don’t know, I guess I’ll just go anyway, though.” 
“Of course you’ll go anyway,” Sarah pressured her roommate.  “It’s going to be 
awesome—we’ll all make it fun, even if you can’t ski.” 
Liz stole a nervous glance at her roommate, worried about how she might react to 
such exclusive behavior, but Anna pretended not to notice and continued arranging chips. 
“Knock, knock,” said Joanne as she and Caitlin entered the room.  “We’ve got 
candy, cookies, and brownies if anyone is interested.” 
“Ohhh…you’re absolutely more than welcome,” Anna said, relieved that someone 
else not going on the ski trip had entered the room.  As usual, however, Caitlin was 
largely indifferent, and didn’t seem to mind that nearly all of her friends were going on a 
trip without her. 
“Don’t worry, Caitlin,” Anna joked anyway.  “We’ll find something super-
awesome to do next weekend to make up for it.”  Caitlin smiled and agreed politely, but 
offered the disclaimer that she probably would have a lot of work to do.  Anna turned the 
TV on in the hopes that the girls would begin to focus on the game, but their conversation 
continued. 
“So, Joanne, how did your job interview go?” Liz always seemed to keep track of 
what was going on in her friends’ lives.  Anna was trying to remember if she had been 
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told about this interview when Joanne’s face lit up, and she answered the question 
enthusiastically. 
“Oh, it was so great, I totally think I got the job.  I’m so excited, I could start as 
soon as next week.”  The girls offered heartfelt congratulations, but Anna was still 
confused, and felt disconnected by her exclusion. 
“Job interview?” She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to know what they were 
talking about. 
“Oh, yeah,” Joanne answered, after a brief glance at Liz.  “The one at the 
accountant firm down the street.  It’s more of an internship, really, but it’s paid so they 
call it a job.  The interview was yesterday, and I should hear back tomorrow.” 
Everyone else was really happy for Joanne and seemed to know what she was 
talking about, so Anna saved her specific questions to ask Liz in confidence later. 
The game started, and the girls half-heartedly watched as they gossiped about 
common acquaintances and complained about schoolwork.  During halftime, Joanne went 
to her room and brought back a bottle of tequila, again courtesy of her overage cousin.  
The girls passed the bottle around and all concurred that football was more fun when 
alcohol was involved.  It didn’t matter to them that they had class the next morning, and it 
became less important as the night wore on.  Before long, they were each more than a 
little bit tipsy, and could no longer follow the game that they had gathered to watch. 
The Superbowl ended shortly after eleven o’clock, and Liz excused herself to use 
the bathroom, but reappeared several minutes later to announce that a girl was “puking 
her guts out” in the first stall.  Anna’s interest piqued, she followed Liz back to the 
bathroom, and saw that someone was indeed crouching on the floor, audibly ill.  Anna 
giggled quietly, in no way sober herself, and announced to Liz that the girl was clearly 
wasted. 
“Do you think should we tell a person?” Liz asked, concerned, but only borderline 
coherent. 
“No,” Anna declined, “she must have been with someone to get that trashed, 
they’ll take care of her.” 
The girls went back to the room and continued their own private party without so 
much as a second thought to the sick girl in the bathroom. 
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KKKKKKK 
The next morning, all six of the girls, Anna included, woke up with massive 
hangovers and were barely able to stumble to class, let alone take productive notes. 
“Never again,” groaned Anna when they met for dinner several hours later.  “That 
was such a waste of a day.”  The other girls moaned agreement with her over their 
respective bagels, and finished their meal in mutually agreed-upon silence. 
Anna and Liz had every intention of going to bed early that night, but as they were 
getting ready, there was a late knock on the door that interrupted their plans.  Anna 
opened it, not sure whom to expect, and was met by Jackie, who had a stern look on her 
face and did not seem the slightest bit pleased. 
“We’re having an emergency meeting in the common room right now.  It’s 
mandatory.”  She left without a smile, while Anna and Liz shared perplexed expressions. 
“Whoa…” Anna finally broached the silence.  “What do you think that’s about?  
Do you think something happened?  Maybe she found out we were drinking!”  Unsure of 
what to think, the two girls put on their slippers and shuffled down to the common room, 
meeting their friends in the corridor on the way. 
When they got to the common room they met their other hall-mates and saw that 
they were as confused and concerned as they were. 
“What do you think it is?” They all whispered, waiting for Jackie to arrive. 
“It must have something to do with the ambulance,” Molly, Melinda’s friend, 
announced with some authority. 
“What ambulance?” Anna questioned, not sure if she’d get an answer. 
“The one from last night.”  Molly snapped, as though it were common knowledge.  
Anna noted, without surprise, that even in such extenuating circumstances, Melinda’s 
friends were not missing the opportunity to be rude. 
When everybody was gathered, Jackie entered the room with two senior members 
of the Residence Hall staff and a police officer.  None of them looked happy.  The three 
adults stood towards the back of the room while Jackie moved towards the front to 
explain why they were all there.  She paused before speaking, bringing an air of 
seriousness to an already serious room. 
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“I’m sure there are rumors going around, and some of you may know why we are 
here tonight.  Others may be completely clueless, but in all of my years at Warren, I have 
never experienced anything like this before, and I want you to know that we are all very, 
very upset.”  She sighed and paused again before continuing.  “Last night during the 
Superbowl, an event during which many of you were drinking—” a couple girls began to 
protest, but Jackie raised her hand to quiet them.  “That’s not why we are here.  Many of 
you were drinking, yes.  This is, of course, against Warren College rules, and in violation 
of United States law.  However, it is not unheard of or, unfortunately, uncommon among 
college students, and we are not here to directly address that tonight.  We are here 
because in the midst of all of that drinking, someone ended up getting hurt.  Very badly.”  
Whispers circled the room, but Jackie continued, choosing to ignore them.  “Your hall-
mate, Monica, drank so much that she passed out in the bathroom.” 
“Monica?” Anna whispered to Liz in confusion. 
“The girl in the single,” Liz answered, before turning her attention back towards 
Jackie. 
“Monica passed out in the bathroom, and wasn’t found until I stumbled upon her 
very early this morning.  She was rushed to the hospital, but she had been unconscious for 
a long time before she had any help.  She’s in very critical condition right now, and may 
die.”  There were several gasps from around the circle—no one could have imagined that 
the news would be so grim.  “Now, I have called you here for several reasons.  First, I—
we—think it is important for all of you to know exactly what happened.  This will be the 
talk of the school once it leaks out, and you have a right to know.  Alcohol is a very 
dangerous substance, and needs to be treated as such, both when you’re using it, and 
when you see your friends using it.  Which brings us to the second reason why you are all 
here.  Monica wasn’t drinking alone.  She was with other people—I’m not pointing any 
fingers, since we don’t know for sure that these people are in the room—but there were 
other people with her while she did this to herself.  These other people let her drink past 
the point of safety—maybe because they were too drunk themselves—and then let her 
leave by herself when they were finished.  Monica should not have been by herself.  She 
should not have wandered off by herself, and had anyone seen her last night, she 
shouldn’t have been left by herself.  I find it very hard to believe that with the number of 
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you partying late last night, none of you used the bathroom after Monica went in there.  
She was alone on that floor for hours before I found her, yet no one reported anything to 
anybody.  You must have seen her, and chosen to leave her.  Now I don’t know if you 
thought someone else would deal with it; or if you thought she was okay; or if you were 
too drunk to think at all.  But the fact is that you left her.  You left her when she clearly 
needed help, and that’s why we’re here right now.  Warren College has never seen 
anything like this before.  Yes, we’ve had alcohol tragedies, and yes, we’ve had students 
sent to the hospital, but we’ve never had such a spectacular lack of community 
responsibility and solidarity.  It just makes me sick.  This is why we have come to the 
conclusion that the members of this hall need to attend some sort of sensitivity training.”  
There were again gasps and whispers throughout the circle, but Jackie would have none 
of it.  “You will all go to sensitivity training, and you will all be happy about it, because 
the alternative right now is being stuck in the hospital with tubes in your arm, on the brink 
of death.  The first class is right here, tomorrow at seven o’clock.  Cancel any other plans 
you may have.”  With that Jackie turned and left the room, followed quickly by the men 
in suits and the police officer. 
The girls were shocked.  They were beyond knowing what to say.  Nobody got up, 
nobody moved.  It was as though their right to act like college students had been revoked 
the minute Monica Lohse was sent to the hospital.  Five minutes passed in silence.  
Everyone was dealing with the information in their own personal way, and, as usual, it 
was Anna who broke the weighty silence, oblivious to the severity it held. 
“Well I don’t think any of us could have foreseen this happening.  There’s no way 
you can look at a drunk girl and know that she’s going to be in serious trouble soon.”  
Still silence.  Anna continued, now unable to stop.  “Especially if we were drunk 
ourselves.  We can’t blame each other or ourselves.  This was nobody’s fault.  An 
unfortunate accident of life.  All we can do is learn from it and hope it doesn’t happen 
again next time.” 
“How can you put a positive spin on this?” Joanne asked, with tears in her eyes.  
“We messed up—we all messed up, and now somebody might die.” 
“I’m not trying to put a positive spin on it!” 
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“Well you’re sure as hell trying to make excuses!  Where’s your sense of 
responsibility now, Madame President?”  Joanne spat her words at Anna as she ran out of 
the room.  The other girls avoided eye contact, in an effort to agree with neither side, and 
left the room in a subdued single file.  Anna was hurt by Joanne’s words, but soon 
convinced herself that they had been spoken out of shock rather than anger. 
Anna returned to her room, and withstood Liz’s blind reassurance for about 20 
minutes before she felt the need to seek out another opinion.  Excusing herself from her 
roommate, she brought her worries next door to Sarah, in hopes that she would be able to 
help. 
“Hey, Anna, come in,” said Sarah as she opened the door, clearly having been 
crying.  “I was just on the phone with my mom, she can’t believe what happened, either.”  
Anna entered the room and closed the door behind her, noticing that Jacey wasn’t there.  
As if reading her mind, Sarah explained, “she’s gone to the hospital to see if we can visit 
Monica.”  Anna sat down on Jacey’s bed and sighed deeply. 
“Sarah, you don’t blame me for this, do you?”  Anna finally asked hesitantly, 
worried about what the answer might be.  “I mean, I’m just kind of worried about what 
Joanne said.”  Sarah sighed and didn’t respond right away, disappointed, but not surprised 
that Anna was making the situation about her. 
“No, Anna, we don’t blame you.  It’s just that for someone who wants so much 
responsibility, you certainly shy away from it when it’s forced upon you.” 
“I didn’t shy away from it!  I honestly don’t think any of us could have helped the 
situation, and I certainly didn’t expect one of my friends to be so blatantly hostile to me 
over it.  I mean, Liz and I talked about it, and—” 
“Let me guess, she agreed with you.”  Sarah rolled her eyes. 
“What? She doesn’t always agree with me!” 
“Oh please, that girl is so far up your ass it’s disgusting.” 
“No, that’s disgusting.  You couldn’t have come up with a better metaphor?” 
Look, I’m just saying that if you didn’t surround yourself with such complacent 
friends, you wouldn’t be so surprised when someone disagrees with you.  Joanne’s not the 
enemy here.  She’s your friend, and friends are allowed to disagree with each other.  So if 
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you want to keep thinking that you didn’t do anything wrong, that’s fine.  But she should 
be allowed to keep thinking that you did. 
“Wow.”  Anna was hurt.  Sarah’s candid response had taken her by surprise.  
Even though she didn’t expect that her friends should agree with her all the time, it still 
seemed a little harsh when they didn’t. 
She pretended to accept the unwelcome advice, and skillfully steered the 
conversation away from herself. 
“So Caitlin’s checking on whether we can go visit Monica?”  Sarah nodded.  
“Good.  We should.  Let me know if it works out, maybe we can all go down there 
together once she’s out of the woods.” 
“If she gets out of the woods.” 
“Right.” Anna lowered her head and let the gravity of those words sink in.  She 
stole a glance at Jacey’s clock.  10:32.  She was late for an emergency Hall council 
meeting.  “Alright, well I’ve got to go, but let me know how everything goes, and I’ll talk 
to you later.”  Sarah didn’t get up as Anna left, or even say goodbye when she closed the 
door behind her. 
KKKKKKK 
The Hall Council meeting was a virtual replica of the earlier floor meeting, except 
this time there were more men in suits, each of whom took on more vocal and active 
roles.  They focused mainly on how to ensure that the residents fully comprehended the 
consequences of their actions, and knew how to prevent another such event from 
occurring in the first place.  Anna tried to play an active role, as she was the only student 
present, but she had been shaken to the core by the whole situation and was beginning to 
struggle internally over her own shortcomings as a leader.  Don’t I usually know what is 
best?  It’s just who I am.  I’m not the one making unsafe choices here, this isn’t my 
fault...but is it, though? The other members of the council seemed to pick up on this 
uncharacteristic reserve, and refrained from giving her a heavy workload in their 
upcoming “campaign for responsibility.” 
The sensitivity training was reconfirmed to be the next day at 7:00, and Anna was 
partially responsible for making sure that all residents attended.  She penciled down a few 
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notes about which rooms she was supposed to enforce, and left the meeting still 
moderately upset about what had happened. 
KKKKKKK 
That night, as she sat in front of her computer waiting for the midnight college 
cutoff, Anna searched through WebMD to find any information about alcohol poisoning 
that might suggest that Monica would be okay.  What she found was deeply disturbing. 
Alcohol poisoning 
Alcohol poisoning occurs when a person consumes an excessive amount of alcohol. Alcohol can 
depress or stop nerve signals that control breathing and the gag reflex that prevents choking; 
alcohol poisoning is a serious condition that can lead to irreversible brain damage or death if not 
treated immediately. 
Signs of alcohol poisoning include: 
• Vomiting. An unconscious person could choke and suffocate from vomiting.  
• Confusion.  
• Passing out, coma, or inability to awaken the person.  
• Seizures.  
• Slow breathing—fewer than 8 breaths per minute.  
• Irregular breathing—10 seconds or more between breaths.  
• Low body temperature (hypothermia), bluish skin, and paleness. 
The level of alcohol in the blood continues to rise even after a person stops drinking. It can take 
around 30 to 90 minutes for the alcohol to enter the bloodstream, circulate throughout the body, 
and cause full intoxication. The amount of time depends on how quickly and how much the person 
drank along with what else is in the stomach. 
Drinking coffee, walking or sleeping it off, or taking a cold shower will not help reverse the 
symptoms of alcohol poisoning. Immediate medical treatment is always needed if you suspect 
alcohol poisoning. 
Anna read over the last line a few times, and felt her eyes well up with tears.  
Then, noticing the clock was at 12:02, she closed her computer and went to bed. 
KKKKKKK 
The next morning passed in a blur.  Nothing any of her professors said could take 
Anna’s mind off of the mortal danger of one of her hall-mates.  At 6:00, Anna went to go 
see if any of her friends were ready for their daily communal meal, but there was little 
appetite among them.  Each of the girls looked as though they were drifting between 
numbness and fear, as they made their excuses of “needing to prepare for the sensitivity 
training.”  Anna wanted to tell them that there was no way to prepare for sensitivity 
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training—she had, after all, been involved in the planning process—but she decided to let 
them deal with the bad news in their own way, and went to dinner by herself. 
At 7:00 on the dot, Anna went down the hall knocking on the doors of rooms 310-
324, to remind each resident that mandatory sensitivity training was taking place in the 
common room.  She encountered little resistance, but three times was able to pontificate 
about the tragedy that had occurred. 
At 7:15, when every resident was present and accounted for, Jackie and the 
University Health Councilor, Dr. Schultheiss, began the session. 
“Now, we want you to know that what happened to Monica was a terrible tragedy, 
and while we’re not blaming any one person for this, we do think that it could have been 
avoided in several ways.  So you’re all going to undergo alcohol awareness and 
sensitivity training.”  Dr. Schultheiss recapped, as if any of them didn’t know why they 
were there.  “Let’s start by breaking off into groups, okay?  Now, I want each group to 
collectively come up with some symptoms of alcohol poisoning, so we can see what 
we’re dealing with, here.” 
The girls split off into groups of convenience, and started to write down whatever 
they could think of.  Anna’s group was made up of herself, Liz—her dutiful companion—
and Melinda’s friend Molly, from the end of the hall.  The three of them worked together 
remarkably well, considering the fact that they had never spoken much before the tragedy. 
“Alright,” Anna took charge of the group.  “Signs of alcohol poisoning…”  
Having just read the page on WebMD, she knew that she knew the symptoms, but was 
having difficulty recalling them.  “Ummm…strange breathing,” she put down eventually.  
No one questioned it. 
“Confusion,” contributed Rachel. 
“Don’t forget vomiting,” Liz added.  Anna was surprised at her fellow group 
members’ knowledge. 
“Alright, so we have irregular breathing, confusion, and vomiting,” Anna read 
back, without registering the fact that many of those symptoms were ones that she herself 
had experienced two nights ago.  She raised her hand.  “Excuse me, Dr. Schultheiss?  
We’re done.”  Dr.  Schultheiss nodded to acknowledge Anna, and waited for everyone 
else to finish up. 
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At the end, each group presented their symptoms, and a large list was compiled on 
the wheeling white board that had been brought in for this purpose.  Anna thought the list 
was pretty extensive, and was surprised when Dr. Schultheiss listed off the symptoms that 
had been forgotten.  How were we supposed to know when to help somebody if we don’t 
even know what the signs of needing help actually were? 
“Alright, now let’s talk about what you guys would do if you did see anyone 
experiencing one or more of these symptoms.” 
“Call health services immediately,” Liz suggested, despite the fact that she had not 
done that two nights ago. 
“Right,” commended Dr. Schultheiss, “it’s always better to be in trouble than 
dead.” 
“You could try to help them yourself,” Anna said, matter-of-factly.  “Give them a 
lot of water, and let them sleep it off.” 
“Well…” Dr. Schultheiss was looking for a way to let her down easily.  “That 
might help sometimes, but it’s always better to get someone who knows what they’re 
doing to help out, rather than relying on your own good intentions.” 
Anna’s face went red as she put her hand back down.  She hadn’t expected her 
suggestion to be shot down.  So that’s what public humiliation feels like, she thought to 
herself glibly, with the firm belief that it would never happen again. 
“Okay,” continued Dr. Schultheiss.  “We’ve covered alcohol poisoning 
specifically, so now we’re going to talk about your responsibility to your fellow hall-
mates.  Now I know that you may not all be best friends—you’re not supposed to all be 
best friends.  There will always be people who don’t like each other.  But no matter what, 
it is very important that you respect other people’s rights and health.  I don’t care if 
somebody isn’t the type of girl you’d want to invite to the movies, you need to learn to 
put your differences aside for the sake of the greater health of the hall.” 
Anna nodded and feigned agreement, though she seriously doubted such utopian 
ideals had any place in a college dorm. 
Dr. Schultheiss again split them into groups and had them discuss different types 
of responsibility, and how to express concern in a constructive manner.  By the time the 
meeting was over, every girl felt that she had a better insight into how to react to 
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emergency situations, and each one audibly swore that they would never let anything bad 
happen again.  So when she returned to her room on two nights later, Anna was surprised 
to see Liz’s suitcase out, and her roommate actively packing. 
“What’s going on?” She asked, already knowing the answer, but still needing to 
hear it from Liz herself. 
“Oh, it’s for the ski trip, remember?” 
“You guys are still going on the ski trip?!” 
“Yeah, well, I mean, we put the money down, and it’s kind of too late to cancel.  I 
know it seems pretty insensitive of us, but we’re basically committed at this point and 
don’t really have a choice.” 
“Huh.”  Anna hoped this would redirect some of the hall animosity away from her 
and towards the girls going on the ski trip, since they were clearly taking the situation 
much less seriously than she was.  “Don’t you think that out of respect for Monica we 
shouldn’t be going out and having fun for a while?” 
“Believe me, Anna, we’ve thought about it.  But we can’t let what happened to her 
stop us from living our own lives.”  Anna secretly agreed with Liz, but was still bitter 
about how she had been treated by Joanne—with whom she had not spoken since the 
meeting on Monday night—and she wasn’t ready to let Liz go without a fight. 
For the next few days she tried to treat Liz and the others as coldly as possible, but 
it was misinterpreted as reverence to Monica, and no one really saw the difference. 
KKKKKKK 
With the tragedy of Sunday night, and almost the entire hall on a ski trip, that 
weekend was the polar opposite of the one before.  Anna didn’t have much of a desire to 
hang out with anyone, so she spent most of the weekend alone in her room, halfheartedly 
catching up on work and twice calling the hospital to see if Monica was okay.  She 
wasn’t.  It seemed that even if she pulled out of her coma, she would likely have brain 
damage for the rest of her life. 
Anna resisted the urge to call home, mostly because she felt that as a college 
student, this was the type of situation she should be able to deal with herself.  She spent 
most of her time in solitary thought, then, rather than talking about it with other people.  
Saturday night, Anna went to bed with pent-up thoughts and misplaced anger.  She slept 
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poorly for the first time since the incident, and had several strange dreams that she would 
ultimately forget the next morning.  In one, her mother was singing her a German lullaby 
that Anna hadn’t heard in years, while tucking her into bed as she had done in Anna’s 
youth. 
Guten Abend, gut Nacht, mit Rosen bedacht, 
mit Näglein besteckt, schlupf unter die Deck. 
Young-but-not-young Anna turned away from her mother to clutch her teddy bear, 
and saw that she was sharing her bed with the unconscious Monica.  She screamed and sat 
bolt upright, looking at her mother, who apparently hadn’t noticed a problem. 
Morgen früh, wenn Gott will, wirst du wieder geweckt, 
morgen früh, wenn Gott will, wirst du wieder geweckt. 
“Mom!”  Anna heard herself say.  “Mom! I didn’t do it!  It wasn’t me!”  Anna’s 
mother began to tuck the covers around Monica now, and Anna was inexplicably standing 
next to her rather that lying in the bed. 
Guten Abend, gut Nacht, von Englein bewacht, 
die zeigen im Traum dir Christkindleins Baum. 
“I’m sorry!” Anna tried to get her mother to look at her.  She was completely 
ignored, as her mother began pulling the sheets over Monica’s head in the fashion of 
covering a dead body.  “You have to forgive me.  It was my fault.  You have to forgive 
me, it won’t happen again.” 
Schlaf nun selig und süß, schau im Traum's Paradies, 
schlaf nun selig und süß, schau im Traum's Paradies. 
Anna woke up in a panicked sweat shortly after 4:00AM, not quite aware of what 
it was that was bothering her.  Pieces of the dream eventually drifted back to her, and she 
was ashamed of the fact that she had admitted fault, even if it had only been 
subconsciously.  She turned over and tried to go back to sleep, but flashing back to her 
dream and the lifeless body of Monica that had been next to her, she got up and turned on 
the light instead. 
KKKKKKK 
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Shortly after 5:00PM on Sunday, Anna heard the code being punched into the 
keypad as Liz returned from the ski trip.  Lugging her suitcase into the room, she took off 
her jacket and threw herself onto her bed, heaving a sigh of exhaustion. 
“Good trip?”  Anna asked, unwillingly hoping they had all had a miserable time. 
“Oh my God, it was awesome,” Liz exclaimed.  “I never knew skiing could be so 
much fun.  I guess when you’re with other people who also don’t know how to ski, you 
don’t have to be embarrassed about it.” 
“Uh-huh.”  Anna couldn’t bring herself to be happy for any of them. 
“Our hotel room was so small though.  It was ridiculous.  I mean, we were 
practically living in each others mouths the whole time.  I feel like we’re all so much 
closer because of it.”  Liz stopped short and realized what she had just said.  “Sorry, 
Anna.  It really wasn’t that great.  You might not have even liked it.  I mean, you said 
you’ve been skiing before, so I bet you would have been bored with us.  We just kept 
going down the bunny hills for two days.  Seriously, it wasn’t all that great.” 
Liz was very unconvincing, but Anna didn’t care.  She was starting to realize that 
“living in each others mouths” wouldn’t make her any better of a friend to anybody.  
Until she was able to make sure her relationships with people didn’t do more harm than 
good, she would not feel right trying to strengthen any of them. 
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Part Five: Tension and the Balkans 
It’s really a wonder that I 
haven’t dropped all my ideals, because 
they seem so absurd and impossible to 
carry out. Yet I keep them, because in 
spite of everything I still believe that 
people are really good at heart. 
~Anne Frank 
 The days went by after the ski trip, and still there was no good news on Monica.  
As the hall president, Anna was involved in several meetings and impromptu discussions 
on the situation.  It was decided by the university and the students in general to treat the 
tragedy as a learning experience, and Monica was recast as a martyr in the fight against 
alcohol abuse.  Over the next few weeks, there were two university-organized fund raisers 
and three Monica-themed campus club events devoted to raising money for her hospital 
bills, and starting an anti-drinking campaign.  More than once, the topic was brought up 
in Anna’s classes.  Each time, everyone took the opportunity to loudly agree with one 
another and subtly remove themselves from the situation.  Anna often caught herself 
going off on a speech that painted herself in a more-innocent light than she perhaps 
deserved.  When she did accept responsibility for what had happened, it was always 
within the greater theme of discussing the good that she had done since the event. 
 Spring came, quicker than many of them had expected, and the girls of Fitzroy 
Third turned their attention to the Spring Talent Show that was being put on in late March 
by the substance-free activity club on campus.  It was nice to think about something other 
than what Monica was going through, and the girls eagerly focused their minds on 
happier things.  Although the show itself wasn’t for a while yet, the enrolment forms were 
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due towards the end of February, and everyone felt the need to start practicing early.  At 
first, Sarah was the only one to enter the competition—she had been a piano player since 
the age of seven—but several of the others soon joined as well out of solidarity.  Joanne 
turned in a form requesting to sing a Broadway song from the musical Rent, but after 
three weeks of half-committed practicing, she backed out of her spot, and told the others 
that she would attend only to support them.  Anna decided to dust off some of her old 
karate moves for the occasion.  Back in Junior High, she had been a well-respected 
member of her Karate class, and had been recruited by the Karate club in her middle 
school.  She knew it had been several years since she was known for her martial arts 
moves, but she was oddly confident in her ability to win the competition.  She never 
admitted her confidence to the others, and was even hesitant about consciously thinking it 
to herself, but whenever she discussed the Talent Show, it was always with the 
unshakable belief that she would be the winner.  More than once she tried to envision how 
the show would be, and saw herself standing in the front of the auditorium, accepting a 
prize and asking the crowd to please stop cheering so loudly.  Despite her overconfidence 
of the situation, Anna was discrete.  Just like everyone else, she was as supportive to the 
others as she could possibly be, and wasted no opportunity to assure them that they would 
win. 
 As the show grew closer and closer, each of the contestants from among Anna’s 
group of friends became more nervous about her impending performance.  They all tried 
to play it off as a show they were competing in for fun, but in the same way that Anna hid 
her confidence about winning, the others hid how much they cared.  Anna wasn’t sure if 
they were so insistent on their flippant attitude because they wanted something to fall 
back on if they should lose; or if it was because they didn’t just didn’t want to be seen as 
the one who took things too seriously.  Either way, Anna excelled at this type of deceit as 
well—in between her well-wishing and her “I’m not going to win” statements, she kept 
such a laid-back attitude that none of her friends could have suspected how deeply she 
wanted to win. 
 On Tuesdays and Thursdays Anna returned from class a whole three hours before 
Liz, and she used that time to practice her karate moves.  Eventually she added to that 
some Saturday afternoons when Liz was in the library, and any other time she had the 
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room to herself.  Anna wasn’t convinced that she needed the practice, but since everyone 
else seemed to be doing a lot of prep work, she was starting to feel the need to do so as 
well.  One Saturday in early March, after her roommate had disappeared to the library for 
an unspecified period of time, Anna was practicing her back kicks when Liz unexpectedly 
opened the door and walked into the room.  Anna wasn’t sure why, but she was 
embarrassed at being caught practicing, and her face immediately turned bright red.  She 
hurriedly sat down at her desk as though she had wanted to finish at that exact moment 
anyway. 
 “Ohhh…are you practicing for the big competition?” Liz asked, oblivious to 
Anna’s discomfort.  “I keep meaning to practice, but I really don’t think it would help 
much unless I had someone to give me feedback.” 
 “Practice what?” Anna asked without thinking. 
 “My talent.  For the show.”  Liz gave her roommate an odd look.  “Remember?  I 
signed up before you?” 
 Anna could tell that this was something she was supposed to know, but she didn’t 
want to hurt Liz’s feelings, and she was too ashamed to admit that she had completely 
forgotten that her roommate had a talent, let alone something she was planning on 
competing with, so she feigned remembrance. 
 “Ohhhh…right. I don’t know why I’ve been so spacey today.  Wow,” she lied, 
“that’s just scary.  It’s all of the pressure from midterms…I think I’m starting to lose it.” 
 Liz seemed satisfied by this answer, and she continued talking about her talent, in 
a way that gave Anna hope that she would be able to guess what it was. 
 “I mean, I’ve basically been practicing this stuff since I was in seventh grade, but I 
just feel like it something that’s so personal I can’t tell if it’s good or not.  Of course, it’s 
not all my own stuff, I do do some other people too, but even those I feel like I’ve kind of 
put my heart and soul into, and I just can’t separate myself from it enough to know 
whether it’s good or not.” 
 Hmmm…this was going to take some more investigation. “Well if it helps, maybe 
I could give you some feedback sometime.” 
 “Really?! When?” 
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“Well I’m free now.”  No way in hell was Anna going to let this mystery go on for 
more than a day. 
 “Oh…I don’t’ know.  I don’t really have anything prepared.  I mean, I could do 
something from somebody else, but that’s not really the same thing.” 
 “Well, anything would help, right?”  The curiosity was starting to drive Anna 
mad. 
 “Right, right, you have a point.  Umm…let me just think for a minute.  Do you 
have any favorites?” 
 Shit.  Favorite whats?! This was going to take some effort.  “Well it’s not really 
about my favorites, it’s more about yours. You should do one that you like.”  Anna bit 
her lip nervously, unsure whether or not Liz would notice that she didn’t know what she 
was talking about, but Liz’s face lit up in a smile, and she praised Anna’s suggestion. 
 “You’re so right!  If I pick ones that I like for the show, it’ll be so much easier and 
realistic.” 
 “Exactly.” 
 “Alright, so I think I’ll start with some Emily Dickenson.” 
 OHHHHHHHH…Liz’s talent is reciting poetry! Anna was relieved to have come 
to the vaguely familiar conclusion at last.  “Great, I love Emily Dickenson.”  She sat 
down on her bed and watched her roommate pace back and forth across the room as she 
tried to get into the right mood.  Finally, taking her hairbrush off the dresser, she stood in 
the center of the room, and spoke into her hairbrush-microphone, the words of Emily 
Dickenson. 
 “They say that time assuages, time never did assuage.”  Liz gave a dramatic pause 
that made Anna want to snap her fingers in authentic hippy appreciation.  “Only actual 
sufferings strengthen, as sinews do with age.” 
 What the hell is a sinew? Anna made a mental note to look up the word later, and 
then resumed concentrating on the poetry.  She found it difficult to focus, though, 
considering that all she really wanted to do was laugh.  Granted, it was not an appropriate 
time to do so, especially since Liz thought her poetry-reading was so personal and was 
bound to be sensitive about it.  Still, Anna had never been to a poetry reading before, and 
found the weightiness of the atmosphere pretty humorous. 
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I will not laugh, I will not laugh, I will not laugh.  There is nothing funny about 
poetry-readings.  I will not laugh, I will not laugh, I will not laugh. 
 “Time is a test of trouble, but not a remedy.  If such it prove, it prove too, there 
were no malady.”  Anna lowered her head at her poetic conclusion, and stood still for 
what Anna considered to be a slightly-longer-than-necessary-period of time.  She was 
hesitant to say anything, since she wasn’t sure if the official performance was actually 
over yet.  She kept herself occupied trying to remember who sang the song that included 
the lyric “when I smile, tell me some bad news, before I laugh and act like a fool,” since 
she felt like that pretty much summed up her reaction to the presentation. 
 Eventually, Liz raised her head and moved her feet into a more relaxed stance.  
When Anna still didn’t say anything, Liz looked at her in the eyes, and demanded her 
opinion. 
 “Wow, Liz…wow.  That was incredible.”  Anna began to lay on the bullshit and 
necessary flattery.  “I can’t believe you did that off of the top of your head.  That was just 
amazing.  Definitely the best poetry reading I’ve ever seen.  I really got a feel for what 
Emily was talking about there.  It was almost like hearing her speak.  I think you have a 
really good chance of winning this thing.” 
 “Wow, do you really think so?” 
 “Absolutely,” Anna lied.  “I had no idea you could do that.  I’m really impressed.” 
 “Yeah, I kind of have a good memory for words, I think.” 
 “Oh, hey that reminds me,” Anna took the opportunity to stop those mystery song 
lyrics from bothering her all night.  “Do you know who sings the song that goes—” as she 
spoke she realized that she couldn’t actually tell Liz the lyrics without possibly offending 
her, so she decided to hum the tune instead.  “So do you know this song?  Who sings it?” 
 Liz thought for a moment, and then went so far as to sing the lyrics that followed 
the ones that Liz has been thinking of throughout the performance. 
 “‘If I shiver please get me a blanket, keep me warm, let me wear your coat.’ The 
Who.  Behind Blue Eyes.  Why?” 
 “Oh, it’s just…been in my head all day.  Someone must have been humming it in 
my class earlier.” 
 “Right.  Well, glad I could help.” 
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“Yeah, thanks,” Anna got up and went to her computer to look up the rest of the 
lyrics of Behind Blue Eyes, and after Liz realized they were done discussing her 
performance, she moved on to writing some of her own poetry on her bed. 
KKKKKKK 
The week of the talent show, Anna had three midterms and a paper due, and was 
unable to devote as much time to preparation as some of the others.  She had spread 
herself too thin since turning in her talent application, and she paid the price in the final 
week, spending long nights in the library, and dozing off in more than one of her classes. 
 The night of the show came at last, and sleep deprived as she was, Anna was still 
confident in her ability to win out over her friends.  They ate dinner together in the dining 
hall before Jacey, Joanne, and Caitlin walked Sarah, Liz, and Anna to the performance 
studio for their final rehearsal.  They all supported each other redundantly, each declaring 
that everyone else deserved to win but herself, and wishing out loud that they possessed 
each other’s talents.  When they arrived in the performers-only area behind the stage, 
Anna was surprised to see how many people were actually entered in the competition.  
Talking about the Talent Show in some of her classes, she had gotten the impression that 
few people had even heard of it—the publicity of the group that was sponsoring it left a 
lot to be desired.  By counting names off of the program, though, Anna saw that there 
were no less than fourteen separate acts, with six of them being group or partner acts.  
Several of the groups were the performance team associated with ethnic groups on 
campus, and were comprised of over twenty people.  Between them and the solo acts, 
there were nearly eighty people backstage.  Anna could see from the look on her friends’ 
faces that they were losing hope of winning the diverse contest, but Anna just couldn’t 
seem to stop replaying her soon-to-be-victory in her head. 
 “Well we’re just doing this for fun,” Anna reminded them all, as she expected 
they wanted to hear. 
 “Yeah, it’s not like our lives are at stake,” Liz agreed.  They all became 
uncharacteristically quiet at this, and separated to think about their Monica and their 
upcoming performances in private. 
 Before college, Anna would have been much more nervous about taking part in 
such a public competition.  However, since becoming the popular, successful, presidential 
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student that she was, she had little to fear from a basic talent show.  She walked herself 
through the steps of her presentation a few times in her head, and then sat down in the 
waiting area, ready for her turn. 
 The competition itself went by much more quickly than any of them anticipated, 
given that there were fourteen acts.  Anna couldn’t see the other performers from her 
location in the back of the stage, but she could tell from the audience applause that many 
of them were very highly received.  Liz’s poetry, although laughed at by a few insensitive 
observers at first—was later followed by sincere appreciation.  Sarah was apparently so 
talented that the audience had to be told to calm down when they she finished.  By the 
time it was Anna’s turn, she couldn’t tell if the audience had been well warmed-up for 
what she was about to do, or if they had maxed out their good reaction with the previous 
acts.  
 She walked out to the center of the stage, and after giving a brief explanation of 
what it was she was about to do, launched into her choreographed fight with an invisible 
enemy.  The silence was deafening, but she was too wrapped up in her own movements to 
notice.  It wasn’t until she was finished, when she stopped and bowed, that she noticed 
that people were largely indifferent to her act.  Still, once it was clear that she had 
finished, the crowd congratulated her with as much enthusiasm as they had for any of the 
other contestants, and Anna was certain that they were genuinely pleased with what she 
had done.   
When she returned to the back room moments later, she was greeted by Liz and 
Sarah, both of whom were very supportive of their martial arts-practicing friend.  The 
three girls took turns exchanging compliments to one another, and, relived that it was now 
over, admitted that they had been slightly more nervous than they had originally let on.  
They were still sharing their feelings twenty minutes later when the end of the show was 
declared, and the judges asked for a ten minute break while they decided the outcome.  
With nothing left for them to do backstage, the contestants met the other three girls in the 
audience, and let them do the congratulating for a while before the results were 
announced. 
 Although they never said it directly, Anna could tell that Jacey and Joanne were 
slightly more impressed with Sarah’s performances than Anna or Liz’s.  Anna didn’t want 
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to be jealous, but she was.  She wished they would talk about her with such honest 
confidence.  Since she was still convinced that she would win, she didn’t exactly need 
their honest support—but it didn’t stop her from wanting it.  She consoled herself with the 
knowledge that they would all have to congratulate her later when she was proclaimed the 
winner. 
 Eventually, the lights dimmed, the participants were asked to come back up onto 
the stage, and the winners were announced.  Third place went to the dance troupe for the 
Haitian Society on campus.  From what Anna could tell by the audience’s reaction, they 
might have deserved to place higher than that.  Second place went to Sarah for her piano-
playing.  Anna was glad that one of her friends had won second place, and she applauded 
her with sincere respect as Sarah walked up to claim her prize.  Finally, the crowd was 
asked to quiet down so that the first place winner could be announced.  The director took 
out an envelope, and capitalizing on the dramatic anticipation of everybody in the room, 
took his sweet time announcing the winner.  At last, with Anna readying herself to walk 
up and claim her prize, the director announced the winner of the first place prize at the 
Warren College third Annual Talent Show was none other than Miller & Johnson, a two-
member band that had played a piece of their original music.  The crowd went wild, and 
the two students were barely able to collect their gift certificate before they were coaxed 
into playing an encore for the insatiable audience.  Anna couldn’t hear anything after the 
announcement.  She kept her gracious loser face on, but in her head she was utterly 
confused.  How could I not win?  How did that happen?  I won the presidency, didn’t I?  
That was a much harder competition than some stupid talent show.  This is ridiculous, 
who even cares about this thing?  So they all have gift certificates to the Cheesecake 
Factory now, so what?  I could have won this thing.  I was good enough, it just wasn’t 
reflected well in the course of the performances.  I could have won if people hadn’t been 
so critical. Consoled by her own inability to think ill of herself, Anna turned to her recent 
winner of a friend, and congratulated Sarah again. 
 “Well you know what this means, of course,” Sarah said, her face covered in a 
wide grin.  “We all have to go out to dinner at the Cheesecake Factory.  And I’m buying!”  
She looked down at her gift card and changed her mind.  “Or, I’m subsidizing!”  
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Everyone laughed.  Anna wanted to leave.  “Anna and Liz, I’m so sorry that you didn’t 
win.  I was secretly hoping that we could all tie for first place.” 
 “Yeah, me too,” Lied Anna.  “But we can’t all win, or else it wouldn’t be a 
competition.”  She hoped no one would notice the insincerity of her good sportsmanship. 
 “I think the judges had to make a really difficult choice between a lot of really 
good acts, and they just had to end up picking somebody.”  Caitlin suggested.  “I mean, 
no offense, Sarah.  You totally deserved to win.  I just think that you all did a very good 
job.” 
 “Well this has been sufficiently awkward,” Anna said, hoping to change the 
subject.  “Does anyone want to go get some ice cream?” 
 “It’s March.”  Joanne informed her, by way of an answer. 
 “So? The dining hall is heated.”  She waited, but nobody said anything.  Anna 
turned around, collected her bags, and walked out of the room, to see who would follow 
her.  They all did. 
KKKKKKK 
If Anna thought they had talked about the Talent Show a lot before it took place, 
then she would have to redefine her definition of the words “a lot” now that it was all 
over.  People brought up portions of the show during virtually every meal, and whenever 
they passed another participant on campus, there was even more reminiscing.  Still, Anna 
kept her mouth shut and her comments supportive, lest she be known as a sore loser. 
 Two weeks after the competition, the girls made plans to go to the Cheesecake 
Factory together to make use of Sarah’s gift card.  Anna had a hall meeting on the day 
they picked, but she “forgot” about it until it was too late to reschedule the reservations.  
While everyone was getting ready to go out, she “remembered” about her previous 
commitment, and sadly informed the others that she would be unable to go with them. 
 “I’m so sorry, but at least this way Sarah’s subsidy will stretch further among you 
all.”  She wanted to make it sound as though she had all of their best interests at heart.  
The others were disappointed, Liz perhaps the most, but given that their reservations were 
in an hour, and Anna couldn’t skip her meeting, they agreed to go without her.  Anna felt 
like a bad friend for all of five minutes after they left, but the thought of their spending an 
entire dinner toasting someone else’s talents made her too jealous to feel guilty for long.  
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She watched them leave with her most convincing sad-faced expression—which she 
chose more because she knew it make her look cute than because it expressed her true 
feelings—and then packed up her binders to go to the meeting. 
 For a figurehead president, Anna had a lot of responsibilities when it came to the 
meetings.  She had three binders of information and notes, and was responsible for many 
of the student-originated problems on the hall.  It was true that they could have held the 
meeting—along with pretty much any other meeting—without her, but she enjoyed 
playing a leadership role too much to want to skip one of the sessions. 
 At seven o’clock she went to the hall director’s office, glad to have something to 
take her mind off of her friends for a while.  Sitting down in her usual chair, she waited 
while the typical members of the meetings arrived.  Four student RAs, who were there to 
report on their programs and any regulation violations; the hall director himself; and three 
adults from the Residential Life department, whose role in the meetings Anna still could 
not ascertain. 
 The nine of them fit rather tightly in the office, but this far along in the year, Anna 
was too used to it to notice.  She didn’t know what was on the agenda for the meeting, but 
was pretty sure that it would center around the fact that the semester was winding down 
and the procedures that were involved with moving out.  She was surprised, then, when 
the hall president sat down and made reference to an event that was supposedly taking 
place across the hall from Anna’s own room. 
 “Well at this point I’m sure you all know that there is a problem that we can no 
longer choose to ignore.  I’ve spent most of this week on the phone with parents of two of 
our residents, and it looks as though we are going to have to look for a new solution to the 
problem.  Jackie, as their RA, would you like to elaborate?” 
 “Yes, thank you.  Okay, well as I’m sure you’ve all been made aware in the last 
few days”—Anna nodded along with the others, although she had no idea what was going 
on—“Hailey and Lauren have resumed their feud from earlier in the year.  These are the 
two girls we were talking about in the first semester who were determined not to like each 
other.  Well, it turns out that they still don’t like each other.  I know we were all hopeful 
at the beginning of this semester, because they were starting to treat each other more as 
friends than as enemies, and they both showed promise for working towards something 
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that might possibly one day be considered a friendship.  Well I don’t know what 
happened—maybe they never meant anything they said before—but last Monday, 
Lauren’s grandmother died of emphysema.  Apparently Lauren was very close to her 
grandmother, and through her grief, she is acting out under her old feelings, and has 
started fighting with Hailey again.  Hailey is not the type to just roll over and take the 
abuse, so naturally she stands up for herself, and, well…the situation has just snowballed 
to the point where the two don’t look like they’ll be able to remain on civil terms until the 
end of the semester.” 
 Wow.  How had Anna not known that Hailey and Lauren were fighting again?  
She lived right across from them, for Pete’s sake!  True, she had been a little preoccupied 
with the Talent Show lately, and to be perfectly honest, she had even forgotten about 
Hailey and Lauren’s existence for a few days at a time, but…she should have at least 
heard the ruckus.  Her face turned red at the prospect of being asked to elaborate on the 
situation.  She had been one of the girls who were instrumental in getting Lauren and 
Hailey to like each other again, and it seemed odd that she wasn’t aware of the situation 
now.  Luckily, the hall director again took over the conversation. 
 “Thank you, Jackie.  Now, as you all know, it is Warren College policy to not 
remove roommates from their living situation until all other resources have been 
exhausted.  We do not like to encourage giving up, or validate any claims that it is 
impossible for two people to live together for nine months.  But in this situation, I am all 
out of ideas.  We’ve done everything for these two.  We’ve taken them into roommate 
counseling, we’ve talked them through many problems, we’ve encouraged them to treat 
each other the way they want to be treated.  I don’t know what else to do.  Anna here has 
been personally involved in this case since the beginning, and has tried some less-
traditional approaches to getting the two to simmer down, but at this point, I don’t even 
think those will help.  I know it is close to the end of the year, and we thought we’d all 
made it, but I think it’s time we give up and move one or both of them out of there.”  
There was a gasp throughout the small room.  Not everyone was willing to accept defeat.  
Plus, with only four weeks of school left, would it really make sense to move one of them 
now?  The director gave them all a minute to let the information soak in before he 
continued with his suggestion.  “We do have several vacancies throughout the rest of the 
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campus, and although they are not in freshman dorms, I think it is possible to put a 
freshman in with upper-class roommates for a few weeks without the world imploding.  
It’s feasible.  We just need to figure out whom to move.  What do you all think?” 
 Anna wasn’t sure what she thought.  She had never planned for this moment.  She 
always thought she could fix the problem by herself.  Hell, she thought she had fixed the 
problem by herself.  Now being told by someone who was a lot more removed from the 
situation than she was that it was time to give up, she wasn’t sure she could take the 
advice.  Finally, because no one else was speaking up, Anna decided to give her opinion. 
 “Well this just bums me out.  I had really thought that we could have gotten them 
to get along—maybe not become best friends, but at least learn how to live with each 
other.  At this point, I’m not sure we should cave in to either side, because it does validate 
their claims.  These girls really just need to look at the example that is set by everyone 
else on their floor, and learn how to live with each other in peace.” 
 “Yes we know that, Anna,” Jackie interjected gently.  “But that is the way we 
were looking at the situation four months ago.  Times have changed, we need to do 
something.” 
 “Okay, well if something has to be done…I don’t know…I guess we could move 
Hailey somewhere else.  It’s ridiculous, but the further away from each other that they 
are, the better off we all are, right?” 
 “Why do you think Hailey should be the one to move?”  The Resident Director 
asked her.  Unprepared to give an answer that wasn’t “because I like her less,” Anna 
made something up. 
 “Well, I think that throughout the whole year she has been slightly less rational 
than Lauren has, and we should probably reward the one who is more mature with being 
able to keep the room.” 
 “I’m not sure I agree with that,” one of the other RAs cut in.  “I mean, whoever 
you think was or was not acting more rationally is really just a matter of opinion.  It 
depends on prejudices we all had before we encountered this situation, and there is no 
unbiased way to decide who should move.” 
 “Then what do we do?” 
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“I don’t know.  Maybe we should just butt out of the whole situation.  It’s a 
private conflict between two girls, and just because their parents want us to hold their 
hands through this difficulty doesn’t mean that that’s in our job description.”  The group 
was silent for a minute. 
 “Well I’ve promised the parents some form of action,” the resident director finally 
said.  “I can’t just sit here and not do anything, that’s going to make it look like I can’t do
anything, and quite honestly, I need to be seen as in control in this situation.”  Anna 
couldn’t help but to smile.  Well there’s something I can relate to.
“I agree,” she finally said.  “We should do something.  Even if it is just going to 
the girls and telling them that we are not going to do anything.  If you ask me, I think we 
should go down there and show some support for Lauren in her time of loss, and tell the 
girls that we are very sorry about everything that has happened, and that we hope they are 
able to get their act together and learn how to get along some time in the near future.”  
Again there was silence.  “It’s not not doing anything.  But it’s also not telling one that 
she is any more correct than the other.  This way we’ll get the credit of being the 
concerned, involved administration, but anything that happens after this point will be 
wholly their own fault.” 
 The resident director sighed, but Anna could tell that he was beginning to agree 
with her.  In fact, she was pretty sure they all agreed with her.  No one wanted to deal 
with moving two girls out of their room at the end of the year if it was something that 
could be avoided. 
 “Alright,” he said finally, when no one else was willing to resist.  “We’ll give it a 
try for a while, but if the situation gets to be any more unbearable, we’re going to have to 
do something.”  With that, he turned the meeting over to the anticipated topics of end-of-
the-year closure and celebrations, reminding everyone to keep a vigil stance against 
alcoholism, lest another Monica-like disaster should occur. 
 That night, Anna was asleep before her friends returned from the Cheesecake 
Factory.  Earlier in the year, she would have been seriously disturbed to know that they 
had been having fun without her, but now she felt self-confident and didn’t need to be 
surrounded by friends in order to assure herself that she had them.  She didn’t wait up for 
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Liz to come home; didn’t ask her about the dinner the next morning; and turned her 
attention on to the newly continuing Lauren and Hailey saga instead. 
 These girls need me more than ever now, she thought to herself, as justification for 
her renewed concern. Besides, people will probably support me when I try to help them 
again, which more than makes up for whatever I lost socially by not going to that stupid 
dinner. 
 The next morning, as soon as Anna felt it was appropriately late enough for a visit, 
she went to go see Caitlin for a Lauren/Hailey debriefing.  Caitlin was, as usual, slightly 
more aware of the situation than Anna, but was also extremely disheartened at the fact 
that her hard work had all gone to naught.  Anna was hoping that Caitlin would have a 
plan to fix the situation, but she seemed to be looking towards Anna with the same 
expectations.  Ultimately, the two decided that there was very little they could do at this 
point, and since they had final exams to again think about, it would probably be in their 
best interests to let the girls work on their problems themselves for a little while.  They 
did, however, acknowledge the death of Lauren’s grandmother, and brought her some 
flowers as a show of sympathy.  They were not invited to stay, and as they had no desire 
to do so anyway, they didn’t push the issue and left once the flowers had been handed off. 
KKKKKKK 
Anna kept the problem with Lauren and Hailey, as well as the situation with 
Monica in the back of her head for the next few weeks, as she focused on her own studies 
and relationships with her friends.  She was beginning to notice that there was an 
unusually high level of tension in her group of friends lately, and didn’t want to end the 
year on a bad note.  The six of them were all slated to live together the next year in one of 
the sophomore dorms, and Anna didn’t want them to be upset with each other over the 
long summer. 
 She couldn’t even be sure that there was tension in her group, since no one was 
actually fighting with each other and no one talked about there being any problems, but 
there were enough awkward silences in their conversations to make her think that 
something was the matter.  She hoped it wasn’t her fault, but given that she often did 
things without thinking about the consequences for others, it was entirely possible.  After 
one excruciating dinner in which Joanne left early for the third night in a row, and Anna 
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was almost certain she had seen Sarah rolling her eyes, she decided to talk to Liz about it.  
Alone in their room, Liz agreed with Anna that there was unspecified tension in the 
group, but was also very confident that it was a byproduct of exam stress, and that Anna 
shouldn’t worry too much about it. 
 “I’m telling you, this sort of thing used to happen all of the time in my high 
school.  Kids just get so worked up by their school work and everything that they have an 
unusually low tolerance for things that typically don’t bother them.  It’s like how one 
person’s laugh might not get on your nerves when you’re happy, but when you feel like 
everything else is driving you nuts, that noise just makes you want to punch a baby.” 
 “Nice metaphor.  Did you come up with that yourself?” 
 “No, that’s just a little Dane Cook to lighten the mood.”  Liz smiled.  Anna did 
not.  “Well, look, I’m not very good at being the reassuring one who thinks that 
everything will be alright if we just let things run their course, but I really think we should 
just let things run their course.  I mean, the alternative is a big confrontation in which no 
one can really defend their side, and I think it would be better to just go on break without 
having a huge fight hanging over our heads.” 
 “Yes, but that huge fight might put an end to all of this tension and make us all go 
home on break still having friends,”  Anna pointed out. 
 “Well I don’t know.  It’s your decision.  All I know is that I don’t think you 
should fault people for something that happens accidentally out of frustration rather than 
maliciously.  It’s not that anybody hates each other, it’s just that it’s easy to get annoyed 
with people who aren’t…yourself.  If that makes sense.” 
 “Yeah, I guess it does.”  Anna ended the conversation and excused herself to go to 
the bathroom.  She wasn’t sure what to do.  There was only so much tension she could 
take, but she was also aware of the fact that she probably had caused a great deal of it, and 
maybe it would be better to let sleeping dogs lie.  She opened up the door to the 
bathroom, and was splashing water on her face when she heard someone crying in one of 
the stalls by the window.  She was about to slowly take her leave and give the girl some 
privacy, when she remembered what had happened with Monica, and decided to be a 
nosy neighbor.  After all, she didn’t want the girl to hurt herself or anything. 
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“Excuse me, are you alright?” She asked, with her head up against the door.  
There was no answer at first, but eventually whoever was inside cleared her throat and 
replied. 
 “Yeah, I’m fine.” 
 “Well…I know it’s none of my business, or anything, but you don’t sound fine.” 
 “Who’s out there?” 
 “It’s just me.  Anna.  The president.”  There was a pause as whoever was in the 
stall thought about the situation.  Anna could tell from the voice that it wasn’t one of her 
close friends, but it was definitely familiar enough to be one of her hall-mates.  Finally, 
after what felt like an eternity, the door opened and Molly, Melinda’s friend, stepped out. 
 “Hi Anna.” 
 “Hi Molly.” 
 “Um…I just, I’ve just been fighting with my roommate.  I’m fine though, really.  
Thanks for asking about it.” 
 “Well do you want to talk about it?”  Tension among her friends or not, Anna still 
felt as though she could solve any problem put in front of her. 
 “Not really,” Molly replied, before she proceeded to talk about it anyway.  “It’s 
just that Courtney—you know Courtney—and I have been getting along all year and she’s 
my best friend at this school, but we just got in this huge fight yesterday, and she’s been 
giving me the silent treatment ever since.” 
 “Oh…” Anna was at a loss for words. 
 “I know, it’s really immature, I can’t believe she’s lowered herself to that level.  
Of course, I don’t want to be the one to break the silence, so now it looks like I’m 
ignoring her too, which just makes me seem childish.  It’s so stupid.  But have you ever 
had to live with someone who was ignoring you?” 
 “No, but I’ve had people ignore me, so I know what you’re talking about.” 
 “No you don’t.  When one of your friends ignored you in high school, you could 
always go home and get away from her.  But when you fucking live with her, there’s no 
getting away.  It’s like, she’s in my bedroom, but she refuses to acknowledge that I even 
exist.  It’s so bad.  She came back from class today, and didn’t even say a word to me.  
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She just went straight to her computer and started talking to her boyfriend online.  It’s 
killing me, Anna.  I don’t think I can take much more of it.” 
 “Wow.  What was the fight about?” 
 “That’s the stupidest part!  We got in a disagreement because I said she was 
always so negative about everything, which might have been a little out of line, because I 
usually agree with her negativity.  Anyway, she got all defensive, and one thing led to 
another, and before I knew it, she was saying ‘fine, if you don’t want me to talk about 
what’s on my mind, than I just won’t talk to you at all!’  And she hasn’t.  Not for two 
whole days.  It’s killing me.” 
 “I am so sorry, Molly.  I wish there were something I could do.  I mean, I bet she’s 
just stressed out over exams and everything, and she reacted really badly.  It sucks, but 
maybe if you wait it out, it will get better.” 
 “No, I think I have to do something.  I really can’t take it much longer.” 
 “Well, if you need any help, you know I’ll defend you if it should come to that.  
What does Melinda say?” 
 “She’s been so busy lately with her own problems, that I really haven’t had a 
chance to tell her.  Hey, do you think I could maybe eat dinner with you guys tomorrow 
night?  I don’t want to eat by myself, but there is no way I’m going to eat with my 
roommate.” 
 “Yeah, absolutely, I’m sure that would be no problem.  Although I think you 
should try to solve the problems you have with your friends before you start trying to get 
new ones.” 
 “Yes, yes, I know.  I just need to deal with this in the short term right now.” 
 “I understand.  And I am sorry for what happened.  There’s just always drama in 
college dorms.  There’s nothing you can do about it.  Any time a bunch of young women 
live with each other, hatred and cattiness wind up oozing from everyone’s pores.” 
 Molly didn’t think that was much of a consolation, but because it was Anna who 
had said it, she accepted it politely, half-apologized and half-thanked Anna for their 
discussion, and left to presumably go sit in silence with her roommate. 
 Molly’s predicament put the whole friendship situation in perspective for Anna.  
She decided that, without a doubt, she had to confront her friends about the tension in 
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their group.  She didn’t know if whatever their problem was could become as severe as 
Molly and Courtney’s, but she didn’t want to take the chance.  She let them all have one 
more week of tension; one more week of hearing about Molly’s problems at dinner; one 
more week of watching others resolve their differences, as Courtney finally apologized to 
her roommate.   
When that one week was up, Anna decided to make her move.  She invited 
everybody over to her room after dinner one night, and lay everything down on the table. 
“Look, I don’t know if this is all in my head, but I have to say something.” 
“What’s the problem, Anna?” Caitlin was either feigning ignorance, or genuinely 
concerned for Anna’s well-being. 
“I just feel like there has been so much tension in our group lately, and it really 
breaks my heart.  I want us all to be friends.  Not people who pretend to be friends 
because they just need someone to sit with in the dining hall.”  There was silence.  People 
averted their eyes and looked at their feet.  “Joanne, I could have sworn that I saw you 
roll your eyes at something I said yesterday.  And you keep leaving dinner early—as soon 
as you’ve finished.  What’s the matter?” 
“Nothing’s the matter.” 
Oh, so they were going to pretend they hadn’t noticed.  Great. Anna was just 
going to have to try a little bit harder to get them to tell the truth. 
“Don’t tell me that nothing’s the matter.  I know something’s the matter.  I just 
want to know why.” Again, there was silence before Sarah finally answered. 
“I think we’ve all just been getting really stressed out lately, and it’s easy to let 
little things bother you when you’re already really tense.” 
“Yeah, that’s what Liz said.”  Anna was about to concede and let them all think 
that their problems had no deeper root than stress, when she noticed that Jacey was 
crying.  “Jacey, what’s wrong?” 
“I agree with you Anna.  There has been way too much tension.  And I don’t care 
if it’s from stress, or what, but I just hate it.  Everyone’s always annoyed with each other, 
and there’s so much bitching and talking about people behind their backs, that I just can’t 
take it anymore.  We’re supposed to be friends.” 
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Jacey’s outburst was the motivation that the others needed to agree with Anna’s 
suspicion.  Before she knew it, the girls were all admitting to being aggravated with each 
other, and letting everyone else’s aggravation feed their paranoia until everyone was 
annoyed with everyone else without knowing why.  Sarah thought that Anna was mad at 
her because she had won the Talent Show, while Anna thought that Sarah was pissed that 
she hadn’t gone with her to the Cheesecake Factory.  Meanwhile, Liz was concerned that 
Anna thought she wasn’t being a good enough roommate, and Joanne thought Liz was 
mad at her for not always thinking Anna was right.  It took 20 minutes for everyone to list 
their grievances, and another 40 for them to talk each other back up to a shaky trust.  In 
the end it was decided that they were all too stressed out from exams to be held 
responsible for their petty annoyances, and they agreed that in the future they should be 
more open with each other, and never let anything fester.  Anna wanted to believe that 
they would never keep any secrets from each other again, but she knew that with her 
group of friends—or any group of friends, really—it was impossible for things to run so 
smoothly.  It was cynical, but Anna had seen enough drama throughout the course of the 
year to know that she couldn’t let herself believe anything else.  Regardless, her friends 
were now on good terms with each other again—or at least good enough terms.  All she 
had wanted was for them to like each other in the short term, so that they would have a 
better chance of being friends in the long term.  Her work here was done, and she was 
able to resume her preoccupation with her own finals. 
KKKKKKK 
The last three weeks of school were filled with exam stress and homesickness.  No 
one could wait to go home—back to a time and place where things were simpler, and it 
seemed like there was much less drama.  Anna occasionally tried to check up on the 
situations of the other girls on her hall without distracting herself too much from her 
finals. 
Monica was still in the hospital through the end of the term; the doctors thought it 
would be a long time before she would be healthy enough to sustain life on her own.  As 
much as Anna had loved being the advocate for Monica and safe drinking choices, she 
tended to speak about her less and less as time went on, and eventually only mentioned 
her when she was trying to sound sensitive. 
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Molly and Courtney started talking to each other again.  Then stopped.  Then 
started again.  They remained friends and tried to work out their problems with 
considerably less attention than some of the other incidences that were going on in the 
hall.  Still, they always had a shaky friendship that was based off of their mutual 
friendship with Melinda, who in turn was unable to help them over her own problems.  
By the time everyone packed up to move out, it was unclear whether Molly and Courtney 
would be living together the next year, and Anna had to admit that now that she was less 
obsessed with Melinda’s business, she didn’t really care. 
Hailey and Lauren were a more serious case.  In the three weeks before school 
ended, they again seemed to show some promise of getting along, as they were both too 
wrapped up in their own lives to focus on what the other was doing.  However, when 
Anna was moving out she couldn’t help but notice that the shouts from across the hall 
were again audible through the doorway—the girls were at it again.  They were too 
different, and had based their relationship off of hatred for too long for them to ever be 
able to be friendly.  All Anna could hope for was that the girls would be more civil to 
each other once the problem of living space was taken out of the picture.  She didn’t 
know for sure whom each of them was living with next year, but she was certain that if 
the matter were up to them, it wasn’t going to be with each other.  She kept her fingers 
crossed that whomever lived on their—hopefully respective—floors next year would be 
able to deal with their problems as tactfully and diplomatically as she had. 
Anna’s friends were able to put their differences aside and continue with their 
plans to live together in the next year, as well as hopefully for the rest of their college 
careers.  The out-of-staters continued to share the special bond that Anna had felt 
threatened by earlier in the year.  As the end of the semester approached, they held their 
own study groups and gave each other packing tips, but Anna didn’t let it bother her 
anymore.  She no longer felt that their friendship with each other had a serious bearing on 
their friendship with her.  She understood that she couldn’t be best friends with everybody 
all the time, and no longer became stressed when she couldn’t make that happen.  It was 
strange for her, coming to terms with the idea that everyone didn’t like her as much as she 
wanted them to, but she had no other choice but to accept the facts.  Joanne and she may 
be in the same group of friends, but they would never be best friends, and Anna would 
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never be able to force Joanne to like her.  She was past the point of caring what people 
thought about her.  She was confident and satisfied with herself, and that was enough to 
let her sleep at night.  It took her a whole year, but she finally understood that knowing 
she was right was a strong enough feeling to make up for other people believing she was 
wrong.  She saw now that it was more important for her to do what she knew to be the 
right thing, than to worry pointlessly over what other, less-important—as she secretly 
believed—people thought.  As long as she could still call them her friends, she was not 
bothered by what tiny little problems they might have with her.  She knew that they 
would still consider her their friend, and she knew that they would still follow her as they 
did the night of the Talent Show.  These were her friends, and everything that they had 
been through together gave her the confidence to treat them how she wished.  It wasn’t 
very poetic, but that was why Liz was the amiable poet, and Anna was the overbearing 
president. 
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Afterword 
Surprise! You just 
 read an allegory! 
~Carolyn Alesbury 
When I was in Jr. High School, there was a girl on my soccer team who had just 
immigrated to America from England.  I remember one day, after a long discussion about 
the differences between our two countries, I worked up the courage to ask her what 
people in England actually thought of Americans.  I can still remember her answer.  It 
made use of the words “fat” and “greedy,” but was supposed to leave me feeling upbeat, 
because she personally didn’t believe in the stereotype.  I was crestfallen.  Ten years later, 
I spent my junior year of college at the London School of Economics, and begrudgingly 
learned first hand just how accurate my teammate’s account had been.  My good friend, 
Susan, when faced with the same question I had asked at soccer practice all of those years 
ago, began her answer with the words “well, Carrie, before I met you…” 
The thing is, when I moved to England, I had prepared myself for negative 
reactions towards Americans—hell, I’d already come up with the idea of writing about 
them for my thesis.  But for me, that first time I was told that Americans aren’t the envy 
of the world came out of NOWHERE.  Growing up in the American public school 
system, I was selectively taught about immigration and American Military power in such 
a way that made my country seem capable of doing no wrong.  In my eight-year-old 
mind, it sounded like everyone who was able to was trying to come to America, and 
everyone wasn’t able to was hoping that we could win a war for them—we had, after all, 
“never lost a war.”  I mean, how cool was that?  My country was awesome.
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During the ten years between the time I was enlightened as to America’s true 
reputation, and the time I moved to England to see it for myself, I sustained an active 
curiosity towards the truth.  I wrote to a pen pal in Africa, and volunteered to go on a trip 
to the Middle East—all in an effort to learn more about my country from the outside.  
When I did finally move to England, I had such low expectations for the way people 
would react to my nationality that I could only be pleasantly surprised.  I wound up 
forming a great group of friends who loved me in spite of my American-ness.  They were 
not, however, the only people I met, and more than once I was made to feel as though I 
had to account for my country.  Once, in a class devoted to the European Union, I 
contributed—benignly, I thought—to a discussion on democracy.  The British student 
supporting an opposing view from mine instantly reacted to my comment by lashing out 
against my nationality, not my ideas.  Effectively saying that he would not take advice 
from citizen of a country that was a “far cry from democracy,” he went so far that the 
class teacher needed to intervene.  At the time, I remember being hurt not by his 
comment—I’ll be the first to admit that America isn’t a Utopia of democracy—but by the 
anger that was behind it.  I had never met this kid before.  He didn’t know my name, my 
beliefs, or my personality.  All he knew about me was that I was an American, and that 
was enough for him to know he didn’t like me. 
The end result of all of my years of “research” is this novel.  It tries to explore the 
questions “what do other people think about America?” and “what does American think 
other people think about America?” 
In the book, Anna represents America in the post-Cold War international system.  
The events in the novel trace the major international events of the 1990s, as the United 
States settled into its role as the unipolar world power.  I tried to represent America’s rise 
to power through Anna’s becoming president—unopposed—of the Residence Hall 
Committee.  It is a position that doesn’t officially give her very much authority, but one 
that she is able to manipulate into giving her as much clout as her inexperienced little 
heart desires. 
And now for the second, more tangible layer of the novel.   I know there are 
countless locations that I could have chosen, perhaps many that were more suitable than a 
freshman dormitory.  Or maybe not.  In some ways, college always has been a microcosm 
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for the “real world.”  Jimmy Fallon has a great stand up routine about college that always 
serves to remind me that we’re really just practicing.  “They don’t think you’re ready for 
anything in college. You’re not quite ready for a full oven range, just one hotplate.  If you 
can master your spaghetti-o’s or ramen noodle soup on that thing, you can move onto four 
of different shapes and sizes.”  So rather than writing a thousand page thesis on a full 
oven range, I thought it would be more productive (and entertaining) to write a hundred 
page thesis on just one hotplate.  I sincerely hope that makes sense outside of my own 
head. 
Furthermore, as a second-semester college senior who has lived in college dorms 
for the last four years of her life, I felt I would have been amiss to not use the opportunity 
of writing my thesis to draw attention to the unbelievable drama that plagues college 
dorms.  I remember my freshman year we went the first four weeks without any drama at 
all.  When it finally did happen—when one girl decided she could not be friends with 
another, and they divided the dorm into two opposing factions that couldn’t even say hi to 
each other on campus—I was shocked and devastated, because I didn’t know I didn’t 
understand how typical it really was.  During teary phone calls with my mother and my 
friends from high school, everyone kept repeating the same thing, which was: “there is 
always drama in college dorms.”  And they were right.  There is ALWAYS drama in 
college dorms.  There’s no way around it.  It is the same drama that is experienced, to 
some extent, everywhere else.  The people and places may change, but the issues rarely 
vary.  Everyone I know has had serious problems with living together—no matter what 
school they went to, what hall they lived on, or who their roommates were. 
Every year for the next four years, there was always some new and exciting type 
of drama that left groups of people in hushed discussion behind closed doors.  It’s 
something that has also always fascinated me, in the same way as the international 
opinions towards the United States.  Why can’t people get along both on a small scale and 
on a large scale?  Why does everything always have to be so dramatic?  Why is the status 
quo so tumultuous? 
These were the questions that I chose, not to answer, but to explore.  By using a 
college dorm as a microcosm for Europe and the World in the 1990s, I wanted to show 
how ridiculous it is when you look at these conflicts from the outside—how preventable 
104
and unnecessary it all seems.  I am not trying to create world peace or imply that any of 
the conflicts in the world are petty.  I just thought it was interesting that when I sat down 
with a list of major international events from the 1990s, I was able to come up with 
consistent analogies for 18 year old girls in a college dorm. 
Every major event (and many of the small ones) of Anna’s freshman year 
represents a major event in international politics of the 1990s (except for the Talent Show, 
which is only a tribute to a club I am the president of in real life).  At first I couldn’t 
decide whether or not I should list the events and their corresponding real-life inspiration 
anywhere in my thesis.  After an early draft of my afterword seemed to be explaining just 
a little bit too much, I ultimately took out the master list of events and what they 
represent.  I decided instead to follow the advice of my brilliant thesis advisor, Professor 
Susan Michalczyk, and put vague-but-not-too-vague references to the inspiring events in 
the title of each chapter.  That being said, I hope that people can find the connections 
between real life and “Fitzroy life”—both the ones I hint at, and the ones that go 
unannounced. 
When it came time to develop Anna’s personality as a person, I thought to myself 
“if America were my friend, what kind of friend would she be?”  Well…America is the 
type of friend who will solicit your help when she needs to move, but is conveniently 
getting her hair cut on the day that you need help moving. Unless, of course, she thinks 
you should move, in which case—whether you’ve requested her help or not—she’ll be in 
your living room, boxing up your stuff.  Once I had this basic idea down, I added to 
Anna’s character by drawing from some of the most typical behavior I have come across 
in my four years of college dorms.  The end result is a character that I hope Americans 
can sympathize with—even if only at first—and understand how she got to be who she is.  
They say that power corrupts, and—within this novel, at least—there are no exceptions to 
that rule. 
Elizabeth, Anna’s roommate, is England as I picture her.  I’m not sure I want my 
British friends to read this novel because I worry that they would be offended at the way I 
describe their country…but I got this description from them.  My good friend, Hannah 
once told me during a discussion of international relations, “we used to be powerful, but 
now we’re just trying to stay your friend so we don’t get ‘sploded.”  It was a joke, sort of, 
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but it was based on a true sense of timidity and obedience that Hannah observed within 
her own country.  America—and Anna—is someone with whom it is easier to be friends 
than not.  When you are as close to us as a long-term ally or a roommate, it is difficult to 
assert your opinion and not end up in the subservient condition in which Liz does.  To 
anyone who is insulted by Liz’s character, I will just say this: anything offensive in terms 
of Liz is not a judgment of England, but an indirect judgment of America. 
Again, it would be really awesome if I didn’t need to list the other characters and 
the countries they represent, but in order to make this thesis project complete, I do owe an 
explanation.  As you will see, some of the characters represent more than one 
international entity, and some of the international entities are represented by more than 
one character.  I hadn’t originally planned on doing this, but in the course of the allegory, 
I found that it was necessary to keep things realistic within their setting.  Realistic or not, 
the characters and their corresponding political representations are: 
Anna Bennett      The United States 
Elizabeth Saunders     The United Kingdom 
Joanne       France 
Caitlin       Switzerland/Norway 
Jacey       Canada 
Sarah       Germany 
Melinda      The Soviet Union/Russia 
Rachel       Soviet Bloc 
Molly       Soviet Bloc/Kosovo 
Courtney      Soviet Bloc/Yugoslavia 
Hailey       Palestine 
Lauren       Israel 
Monica      Rwanda 
Jackie       The United Nations 
David Bennett      The United Nations 
So there you have it.  If I wanted to, I could write a whole second thesis 
explaining every detail of the allegory.  However, I think it would be a mistake to pick 
apart the novel any more than I already have.  I assure you, there are many details hidden 
throughout the last 100 pages that sometimes even I don’t notice when I reread sections.  
From the side of the room that each girl sits on, to their respective majors, everything was 
done with a purpose.  It is my hope that even without recognizing each of those minute, 
purposeful details, people who read this thesis will be able to understand the connection 
that I am trying to make.  Thank you and goodnight. 
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